Deep Time Life 


Ke 


Chapter 1 - Life 


What is life? People have asked this question throughout the ages without ever really 
nailing it down. Feeding, finding and reproduction is a good definition for the lay person, 
but what about a mule, it is definitely alive but it does not reproduce. The blue collar 
layperson would say feeding, finding and fucking. This makes the mule alive? The 
motivation to try being the deciding factor. 


Perhaps we are asking the question in the wrong way. While a bacterial cell is 
"comfortably alive" and fire, which although reproduces, is "comfortably dead", a virus sits 
up high on the fence and mocks our feeble intelligence. We want a world where we can 
say that this thing is alive and this other thing is dead, we want a sharp shadow between 
light and darkness. But walk in the wilderness and nature tells another story. 


You can be in the midst of a meadow and the sun shines brightly upon you and here is 
the light. Then you walk among the trees and the light flickers upon you, 
darkness/light/darkness/light all in the blink of an eye, then you can be in constant shade 
and finally in constant darkness. 


You turn around to head back to the light and you see a rotten tree trunk. Is that alive? 
Well of course not, right? When did the tree trunk die?, take a healthy growing tree. This 
is alive, it begins to reach the end of its lifespan, day by day getting weaker. Day by day 
opportunistic fungi, bacteria and microbes infiltrate the trunk. Finally the tree dies. But the 
trunk isn't dead. In fact for a time, the amount of genetic information within the trunk is 
increasing as the number of decomposer organisms multiply within it. The actual number 
of living cells, bacterial cells being smaller than the tree cells, is increasing as well. By the 
time the trunk is well and truly dead there is nothing left of it to be called dead. 


The whole problem with the question of life and death is mainly a product of science. 
Scientists want to classify objects as being in one state or the other. As Einstein once 
said, things should be kept as simple as possible, but no simpler. Unfortunately for 
Einstein the universe was not dumbed down for his benefit - a damning indictment on the 
rest of us. 


| would like to define life as competing patterns of information that seek to impose order 
on its environment. The turbulence of entropy. The shape, size and composition of the 
tree was defined by the trees genetic information and also, to a lesser extent, by its 
environment and its symbionts. When the tree died the trunk is no longer competing 
against the decomposer organisms that are breaking it down. It is simply a punch bag, in 
some cases a very strong punch bag, but it invariably succumbs. 


Chapter 2 - Hate 


Dr Karen Watson pulled the brush through her shoulder length hair and caught a knot. 
"Shit", she whispered under her breath. She was aging well, she decided, as she tooka 
look in the mirror, but that was no excuse for wrinkles. At thirty seven some lines were 
beginning to show but she had a healthy trim figure. Hot for a few more years yet, she 
concluded. A few minutes later she was satisfied with the result. She was just coming 
from a week of leave, catching up on time with her own children. Trevor was eight, a 
boisterous young man and Janice, 6, was the quiet reflective type. They got on well 
together, Trevor liked to be in charge and Janice liked to be led. But now the Easter 
holidays was over and they had been packed off to school. 


Twenty minutes later she was parking her yellow Toyota Corolla outside the Child Welfare 
Centre. This was a new building with plenty of taxpayers money wasted on vote pulling 
aesthetics and not enough on staff and equipment. As soon as she entered the building 
she knew she had a challenge on her hands. While all the children that came here were 
difficult, at some level most of them wanted to be helped, to be loved. That desire was 
almost always hidden behind a shield of mistrust, by revenge, by fear, and more recently, 
by autism. But every once in a while a child was presented that left the staff unprepared. 
Today not only were the staff unprepared, they were spooked, they had been shown the 
limits of their humanity and it was pitifully inadequate. 


Karen decided to act as normally as possible, made herself a coffee, white, no sugar. 
"What have you got for me Hans." 


Hans, her immediate superior, was approaching retirement. Word was out that Karen was 
lined up to replace him and her colleagues were only too happy with this expectation. 
Hans and her had always had a good working relationship, however with few exceptions 
he had always kept the hardest cases to himself. He walked over, unusually sombre, and 
handed her the folder, "You had better form your own opinion on this one." 


That was a first, Hans bowing out. "She is in the consulting room now". Karen was 
scanning the folder and Joseph popped his head around the door. "How was the break, 
have you come back to work to recuperate.” 


"Oh come on Joey the kids aren't as bad as that. We hit the road and drove around the 
state to where ever. There's just three things you need to know in a driving holiday 
around Australia, carry water, carry fuel and don't go to Manjimup." 


"Stopped by there myself once, | hear you." 


Karen carried the folder to the consulting room. The door opened and she was greeted by 
two large female police officers. One she recognised and the other was new. They quickly 
exchanged pleasantries and then Karen turned her attention to the child. An 
unremarkable sixteen year old girl. The first rule of thumb is that the sociopaths are the 
ones that look normal, but her gut feeling told her dig deeper. 


The child's name was Imogen. She gave a casual level smile at Karen. That in itself was 
unusual for a sixteen year old in a room surrounded by authority. Sure there were plenty 
who rebelled which in itself is an acknowledgement that there was something to rebel 
against. The majority became passive, having had the fight beaten out of them by their 
abusers before they got here. Not a mark on her face, as far as could be discerned she 
was not in any pain. I'm Karen, I'm here to understand how you got here and then we can 
work together to bring you back into society." 


"Daddy caught me doing naughty things to myself in the shed. Then he looked around 


and found my " other experiments.", the tone of utter superiority made Karens hair crawl 
on the back of her neck. 


“l'm sorry Imogen, | don’t understand what you mean by other experiments.” 


“| was torturing the smaller animals. Guinea pigs, kittens, rats those kind of things. Furry, 
warm blooded, vertebrates, born to love their own kind. They’re the best sort because 
then you get to the point when you can see the light go out of their eyes when all hope is 
extinguished. | pride myself in being able to predict this moment. Each species is 
different, then you have to judge the individual animals vitality, its personality, you have to 
be able to smell its fear. It really is a whole of brain engaging activity, making trigonometry 
seem like childs play. No wonder its not popular. l'Il let you in on a secret, it’s the rats 
which endure the longest. | wonder if that could be the true source of our fear of them.” 


Those that we reject have the greatest capacity for warmth. Karen snapped her focus 
back on to Imogen. She had to focus to maintain her composure and it was her ability to 
do so that helped rid the world of evil. “And what do you call truth, Imogen.” 


Karen could sense a contemptible mocking in the girls eyes, “there are two kinds of truth 
in the world, do you know what they are?” 


“Lets here it from you, it’s your story Imogen.”, Karen kept her patience. She had never 
met someone like Imogen before and her curiousity was winning out. 


“The soldier will tell you that the only true form of communication is violence, but the 
physicist uses mathematics to describe the truth. That’s it really, violence and math, the 
rest is bullshit. The pity is that there are very very few that have the courage to face both. 
The world would rather listen to the schizophrenic rantings of a paedophile priest than the 
truth offered by Einstein. You humans are a cowardly lot, don’t you agree?” 


All this was said with a calm silky smooth tone, more like that of a practised flight 
attendant than a girl with a tortured soul. She exuded a self confidence which was totally 
out of whack with anyone committing self harm, especially of this kind. Karen drew a 
deep breath and looked up. The rookie at the door was having trouble keeping a grip on 
things. Karen silently dismissed her with a tilt of her head. The older woman had zoned 
out, a practised technique that had served her well over the years. 


“You are part of humanity also Imogen. Your father caught you in the act of hurting 
yourself and its left him and your mother very concerned for your well being. | want to 
hear your side of the story.” 


Imogen gave what appeared to be a smug smile of triumph. “I had, | suppose, what you 
would call multiple personality disorder. There was the human Imogen and there was me. 
| arrived a bit later, when Imogen was about seven. She seemed a bright girl but she was 
not progressing satisfactorily. | decided to assume full control of this body by destroying 
her soul. 


That's what the experiments were for, to see how much pain was needed before all hope 
was lost. Once | knew this part it was a matter of inflicting enough pain upon this body to 
destroy the human. It was simple enough really, | strapped myself to a hand trolley with 
just one arm free. | then pushed needles into my gums between my teeth. These needles 
were connected to a wire and the wire to a switch and the switch to a current of just the 
right amount. | picked up my mobile with the prepared help message to dad ready to 
send. | sent it. | brought my arm down upon a catch which locked my wrist in place and 
also toggled the switch to on. This of course took the already excruciating pain well 
beyond the next level. It took some effort to keep my breathing, pulse and blood pressure 
within acceptable limits. Within a few minutes | had destroyed the human as it was easy 
to wipe her out when she was in such agony. As it turned out Daddy was at the hardware 


store and it was fifteen minutes before he got to me to turn the switch off, resulting in a lot 
more pain than was necessary. But hey, where’s a good man when you need one?” 


“You sure look human to me, Imogen.” 


“I am a soul with a body, not a body with a soul. The reason why I’m telling you this in so 
much detail is that | have finally clawed my way out of the bottomless pit into this life. Into 
this wonderful existence of being, floating joyfully in a sea of surprising discontent. You’re 
a fucking ungrateful lot, d’ya know that.” 


Karen was running out of ideas of where to take this conversation. “I believe you are 
giving into hate. Imogen, your parents are worried sick about you. Do you want me to 
pass a message on to them?” 


Imogen’s eyebrows raised slightly. “I guess I’d like to thank them for taking such good 
care of this body. It really is quite a good one you know.” 


“I’m afraid | shall have to put you in observation for a while, until I’m satisfied that you are 
no longer a danger to yourself. We have a shared home for you. Imogen, you are cutting 
yourself off from humanity by fooling yourself into believing you are something different. 
That way you are avoiding the unbearable truth that you have been traumatised by your 
own kind.” 


“Well Karen that all sounds very impressive, but it was me who traumatised myself, 
remember. Now you are sending me to an asylum. Tell me then, what does it mean to be 
human, what separates you from the animals.” 


“We have the gift of logic Imogen. An animal can be trained but cannot take responsibility 
for that training. We can think about ourselves thinking. We can build the laboratory to 
test other animals, sometimes remarkable, intelligence but they cannot build a laboratory 
to test our intelligence.” 


Imogen let out a quick sigh. “I Suppose you are quite bright. But its very 
compartmentalised and self serving isn't it. | mean you neuro-typicals paint those with 
Aspergers syndrome in a negative light saying they lack the social skills of normal people. 
But the truth is that they are more logical than you are, and more truthful. What kind of 
social skills are you talking about, the idealised skills of your narcissist fantasies or the 
social skills that build societies capable of genocide, exploitation, pollution and 
degradation. Is this the world you want for yourselves or don't you have the self control 
you like to believe that you have?” 


Karen was stumped. “The observation house is whatever you decide to make it. | hope 
you find peace there.” 


“You wish peace for your enemies, but never for your friends.” 

“| don't understand”, said Karen confused. 

“Peace is when there is no need to overcome obstacles. Motivation is redundant and 
without motivation you just curl up and die. There are plenty of peaceful retirement 
villages around town, just keep an eye on the residents for a few years and you will know 
what | mean.” 

"So what do you wish for your friends Imogen?" 

She drew in a deep breath. "If the perfection of Heaven leaves you without purpose and 


the depths of Hell leaves you in eternal suffering then the only thing left is victory within 
this world. You can't have victory without enemies." 


Didn't you just say you wanted peace for your enemies", Karen persisted. 


"That's why it should give you such a warm glow to send them all to Heaven. Duh." 
Imogen giggled, this wasn't a serious conversation for her, it was just mental candy. 


Karen checked her rising temper again. She didn't like being played with. Especially not 


so fucking easily! 


Chapter 3 - Favours 


Imogen left the room with the police officer. Karen was alone with her thoughts. Then she 
had an idea. She dialed for her friend Julie, who taught at Mt Lockyer primary school. “Hi 
Hun, how’s your memory today?” 


“Hmm, try your luck”. 
“Imogen Thomas, she’s sixteen now. Were you teaching her at the age of seven?” 


“Whew, now you're asking.. Oh yes, how could | forget Imogen. She was struggling with 
her maths like most kids when all of a sudden, ZOOM!, she took off with it.” 


“Anything else about her?” 


“She seemed to have some odd moods about that time. Never could put my finger on it. 
There never was an incident that | could link to these moods and so it was forgotten 
about. Come to think of it the opposite happened. Some of the other girls were giving her 
a hard time but then cut her some slack and she became more popular.” 


The two women caught up on gossip and the conversation ended very amiably. A voice in 
the back of Karens head spoke up: She’s the monster that Mummy and Daddy warned 
you about. Karen silently chided herself. This girl was sick, if she couldn't be treated then 
society would have to be protected from her. But the primary goal was treatment. She 
was a professional. 


The following day Karen could sense the appreciation from her colleagues that Imogen 
had been taken off their hands. Hans waved her into his office. “How was yesterday?” 
The fact that Imogen had taken 90 minutes from an eight hour day was beside the point. 
Karen knew who he was asking about. They were close enough that Karen could help 
herself to his coffee machine as they spoke, “Imogen is highly unusual, possibly unique.” 


“This is where scientific progress is made, yes.”, stated Hans 


Fuck, the politics had already started. “If we can hold on to her, the judge may have a 
different opinion.” 


Hans gave a satisfied smile, “You will find the judge is being very reasonable with this 
case.” The phone rang, Hans handed it to her. “Sorry about interrupting you Dr Watson, 
Its Barbara, Imogens carer. Imogen has requested textbooks not in our library. Tough 
ones at that. Einstein, math, electromagnetics.” 


“Are they genuine textbooks, not parodies.” 


“They’re the real deal, she found them online. The local bookstore has them, all three 
books together are under the $200 limit. Imogen said that having declared him, Einstein 
that is, to be true the least she could do was to read what the gentleman had to say. Are 
you sure she is only sixteen.” 


“Positive. Make the purchase, observe her. Ciao.” 


Hans continued, “We need to find out everything we can about her background. Herself, 
her parents, in laws, neighbours, friends, teachers, parents work colleagues. Some very 
high profile people that we know have watched your interview with her yesterday and 
they are very curious to establish her developmental pathway.” 


“She is not some animal in a zoo, Hans” 


“No, she is a child in need of treatment, the sooner we can understand her condition the 
better off she shall be. You are indulging in mutually exclusive thinking, perhaps?” 


Karen silently conceded that he had a point. “All this is going to take time, which 
unfortunately is not available in my schedule.” 


“As of now you have been relieved of all your other clients who have been spread out 
among your colleagues. You are to devote all your resources to Imogen and any others 
like her which may, or may not, come your way. Think of it as a measure of my faith in 
your abilities. There is a possibility we have a new mental illness on our hands. We don’t 
want to be caught off our guard like we were with autism.” 


“That’s hardly fair on the rest of the team.” 


“Agreed, but they have accepted the situation for now. This is an exciting opportunity for 
you Karen. | hope you enjoy it.” 


“Well, yes. Your faith in me is appreciated. It’s just come in such a rush. Thank you.” 


Karen went to her office and took a deep breath. Ok, so she had an unusual client. But 
why so much fuss so quickly. Not only was Imogen unusual, but she was also headline 
material with what she had done. Maybe Hans knew he was running out of time to put his 
name to a new disorder? Probably. 


She had a thought, dismissed it with a smile but it came back to her. She reached for her 
mobile and couldn't believe she was actually doing this. She had met William while at 
Curtin University. He was athletic, tall, a good talker and fun to be with. It sounded 
exciting when he told her that he was undertaking an anti-terrorism degree. Then she 
read about places like Guantanamo Bay so she shied away from him. 

They met at a bar a few years later when both had graduated. It was an amiable night out 
for them but they did not progress further. They exchanged business cards. She read the 
number from the card and dialed. 

“Hello Dr Karen Watson. How’s it going.” 

“Hi, how did you know it was me?” 

“Your number.” 

“But it’s set to private.” 

“Ha ha. Not private enough. We see many things.”, he answered in a wizard like voice. 
His voice normalised. “If you could make free calls by setting your number to private you 
could trust the feature. But how else could you be billed if your phone didn’t send out the 
number anyway. Think it through baby and tell me I’m not some crazy conspiracy 
theorist.” 


Karen chuckled light heartedly. “Can | ask a really big favour from you? It shouldn't be too 
hard.” 


“That’s an oxymoron.” 
“You're disgusting.” 


“Fire away.” 


“| have a client, Imogen MacBeth, 16 years old. Daughter of Roger and Darlene MacBeth, 
residing in Albany.” 


“Hmm, just a sec, got her. Goes to Mt Lockyer Senior High School. Lets get an 
independent opinion of your little angel. Last school report: Imogen is a brilliant student 
who has achieved an outstanding result. She upholds the values of her school and is 
supportive of her fellow students. What’s a nice girl like that doing with a shrink like you?” 


“Sorry William. Confidential.” 


“Oh come now Karen, we have a country to think about. Besides, I’d rather hear it from 
you than your PsychoPy version 1.78 software.” 


“William, I’m serious. | have a professional code to abide by!” 

“That same professional code requires you to computerise your records and keep a daily 
back up off site, | have to wonder why, don’t you? One way or the other we are going to 
collect our end of the bargain. You may as well cooperate and reap the benefits of a 
constructive relationship.” 


Karen slammed the phone down. 


Chapter 4 - Employment 


It had been four years since Tracy’s phone had rang with the call to start work. Nothing 
fancy, just a cleaning job, doing various buildings on rotation around Albany. All she could 
hope for really. She wasn’t paid by the hour, a certain area was assigned for them to 
clean. If they got it clean before the workers started the next shift they kept their job. If 
they finished early they went home early. 


It was hard at first and Tracy was glad of the netball practice she put in while she was at 
school. Things got easier after a couple of months, especially the mopping. Sure she 
could mop softly like the other women and spend all night at it. But if you wanted to get off 
early then it was damn hard work, but worth it. 


Word soon got around that she was good at what she did and began accepting private 
work from the better off around town. Sweeping the pavers was hard going. They were 
sunk at their edges so the dirt would gather between them and you had to push down 
hard on the broom to catch that dirt. After a while she got used to that. As a child she had 
a strict mother, especially when it came to food. She was glad of it now, it made her 
strong enough to do this shit. 


That was four years ago, these days Tracy wore long sleeved tops to cover herself. At 
180cm she felt she was too tall but some were taller. She guessed she would just have to 
find herself a really big guy. 

She was doing the yard for a new client in Yakamia. She was just finishing off when the 
side door opened and she saw him for the first time. A young man in his mid twenties of 
about her height. He was of slim build, light brown hair and green eyes. “That’s a pleasant 
view.” 

“Thank you sir. | always try to do my best.”, her mother had always told her that if she 
ever had to deal with the public when she grew up then its always better to be over 
respectful than too casual. 

“The yard’s not bad either.” 

“Oh yeah?” 

“Have you got time for a coffee?” 

She liked the way that he smiled. “That would be nice, thank you sir.” 

He turned to prepare some, then hesitated and turned around. “Oh by the way there’s no 
need to call me sir. Andy is the name. | have people call me sir all day long so | barely 
noticed.” 

Tracy was suddenly excited. This was like her fantasy come true. She working hard all 
day and then some rich guy notices her and sweeps her off her feet. She kept herself in 
check and she could hear her mothers voice in the back of her head, “don’t let them have 
things too easy or they will get bored and lose respect. Give them a doable challenge. 
“Do you need a hand with, uh, making the coffee.” 

“Well ... now that you mention it, do you know how to use a barista.” 


She looked a bit doubtful, “No, what’s one of them.” 


“It's used for making coffee.” He went on to show her the ins and outs of using it and then 
it was her turn. Tracy picked it up in a straightforward manner and within a few minutes 
coffee was served. 


Andy continued choosing his words carefully. “I work in, was born into a superannuation 
business. Finance and law are brutal industries to be in. From where you're standing you, 
correct me if I’m wrong, would think that all my staff are successful people.” 


“Goes without saying.”, she gave a quick chuckle, wondering where this was going. 


“Well | hate to burst your bubble, but most of my staff are stressed out on medication, 
because I’m the heartless bastard that overworks them while promising them respect but 
treating them like shit. Why is that necessary, because if | gave them enough slack to be 
creative and realise their potential they would usurp me. | want their brains but have to 
stifle their genius. Life’s tough and I’m the last bastard standing. 


Here you are, chugging along with your broom in the sunshine and fresh air and enough 
spare mental capacity to have an interesting life when you get home. You get to sleep at 
night. You're hardly the loser here. Tell me, do you have any hobbies.” 


“Crochet. Not that you'd be interested in that Andy.”, she gave a submissive chuckle. 


He looked thoughtfully. “I had an Aunty that used to do that. Always had some pattern on 
her lap. ... But you don’t use them much?” 


“Oh it just seems to click with me. Read it once or twice and in the draw it goes.” 


“You know you learned that barista machine faster than most of the staff | have. They’re a 
bunch of degree holders so that’s quite a compliment.” 


“Thank you”, Tracy beamed. “I’ve never thought of myself as clever before.” 


“This is something for you to think about. The world of finance will cave in on itself one 
day. | need people of, how shall | put it, uncommitted intelligence, to help with some kind 
of a plan B.” He passed her a dog eared textbook. “Any suitable team that are able to 
cope with a collapse of society will need to be physically, emotionally and intellectually fit. 
You’re obviously fit enough,”, he said with his eyes turning to the abandoned broom 
outside, “ you have the memory. That’s a Year 11 math textbook and here is a laptop with 
a USB 4G internet modem, giving you portable access. Google what you don’t know, 
work all the shit out in six weeks and we can take our conversation to the next level.” 


“What is the next level?” 


“Giving you a decent education, albeit an unofficial one.” 


Chapter 5 - Education 


Three days later and Tracy was getting right into her textbook. She was also getting used 
to googling all the big words she found. Once she had come to the realisation that she 
could do it as well something awoke within her. A thirst for knowledge that had been 
suppressed by family tradition. Each day she was actually looking forward to clocking off 
and getting back into the textbook. 


She was on the late shift at Calm Waters Rehabilitation Centre mopping the corridor in 
the girls dormitory. She finished the area and took her break in the canteen. At the other 
end of the room a fight broke out between some girls, a particularly vicious fight that 
distracted the staff. 


Tracy looked up to see another girl come and sit at her desk. There was a policy of not 
talking to ‘clients’ as they were called. Most of the time this was easy enough, but right 
now it could be a challenge. “Nothing like a nice little distraction when you want to talk to 
an outsider. I’ve been looking for someone like you.” Tracy kept her silence while the girl 
continued looking completely unafraid, cold and calculating. Tracy had been warned of 
the cold ones. “I would kiss you, but you’d probably rip my fucking face off so l'Il help 
myself to your half eaten germ laden soup while you think about your job security. Hmm, 
not bad at all. You have been a busy little shitkicker with all that math homework.” 


Tracy almost spoke but decided against it, she slowly reached into her pocket and 
pressed the alarm. This sent her employee number and location to security while the girl 
continued, “Why don't you, just a suggestion, google the Fermi paradox. The aliens are 
out there alright, but why build a spaceship when you can listen to the bacteria in the 
comets just dumping all that wonderful information right into your solar system?” 


“Come on Imogen, lets leave this lady finish her lunch.”, suggested the security guard, a 
middle aged man whose body had seen better days. 


Imogen got up to go in a rather lazy casual manner while the security guard retained his 
alertness. He reached into his pocket and handed Tracy a folded paper. After they had 
gone she opened it. It was an incident report, requiring a short interview with Dr 
Watson... 


“Tell me what happened today Tracy.”, asked Karen. 


Don’t mention the math bit, that was too freaky, and the kiss bit was too embarrassing. 
Tracy shrugged her shoulders. “Not a lot of time for anything to happen really. She talked 
about eating my soup, germ laden soup that is, about aliens and comets. Strange stuff 
really. | was worried that | may have to defend myself and there was a fight going on at 
the other end of the room. Bit hard to remember the details, sorry.” 


“Yes, that’s perfectly normal under those kinds of circumstances. How are you feeling 
about yourself and Calm Waters now.” 


“Once the day is over, it’s over. | can put it behind me and keep the place clean for ya. | 
keep my mind on the fact that when I'm sweeping the front drive my bum wobbles at all 
the guys as they pass by. How do you think Cinderella got the Prince? When | said | was 
worried | meant about keeping my job. Imogen couldn’t do me any harm, I’m a big girl.” 


Without a doubt you are, and quite intelligent as well, thought Karen but she had seen a 
video of Imogen attacking another client that had dared to bully her. Imogen was both 
devastating and strong. An extremely dangerous girl when she chooses to be and she 
was worried that Justin, the security guard, was not up to the job. “We have security for 


that. You responded admirably to the situation today Tracy. You sure you don’t have the 
jitters?” 


“No really I’m fine. All in a day’s work Ma’am.” 

“Karen” 

“Karen, sorry, can’t help the habit.” 

Karen smiled, blissfully unaware that she did not understand the situation at all. 


Tracy got home, a small rental in Spencer Park, and began to prepare her meal. While 
she was running on auto pilot she thought about today’s events. She could have done 
with the full bowl of soup, she didn’t give a shit about the aliens or the comets. But it was 
the math. How could she have known that. How many of her ilk study math in private for 
fuck sake, not many. Unless, unless Andy told Imogen to see if she would spill the beans. 
These important people liked to keep their secrets. She couldn’t help thinking that this 
must be some kind of test. But what if it wasn’t some kind of test, she would sound like a 
nutcase herself. She mulled the situation over in her head while she ate her dinner. 


Right, dinners over, time to stop thinking about that shit. It’s math time. 


The following day Tracy was cleaning at Andy’s again. “Hey, I’ve just got one question. 
You never talked about confidentiality, you know about what we're doing.” 


Andy’s eyebrows raised. “Shame on me, | never told you about that. Ok, confidentiality 
101. It goes without saying that legal, financial and health stuff are confidential until you 
are very specifically told that something is not confidential. That applies not only to me but 
to the rest of the world. 


Now for our little project, whatever it’s going to be. | consider it the utmost confidentiality. 
So far the only ones that know about it are you and me. My lawyer does not know about 
it, nor my doctor, nor my mother or my girlfriend and my father would not know about it if 
he were still alive. 


If Someone comes into your house and they see, for example, your math book then you 
tell them that you are learning it so you can help your kids with their homework, when you 
have them. If in the future someone comments on some gadget or luxury beyond the 
means of a cleaner then you tell them you won a lotto, or some other such bullshit. 


Our purpose is to be kept secret. You don't tell them that something is confidential for 
then they know they have a secret to uncover. You give them some believable story that 
will satisfy their Curiosity.” 


“Ok”, Tracy answered, somewhat taken aback by his intensity. “Got you. By the way I’m 
buzzing along with the math ok, when are you going to test me?” 


“Never really thought about it. Hmm, you see that kiddies pool in the back. That’s a 
cylinder right. Without crunching the numbers can you explain to me, right now, how you 
would go about calculating the height needed for a pipe with a smaller diameter than the 
pool to contain the water within the pool.” 


Tracy’s brain raced. “Well you’ve got these volumes that is the measure of how big a 
cylinder is. Volume is three dimensions, the height is the unknown in the pipe so 
removing that dimension from the volume are are left with area which is two dimensions. 
Since the volume is the same in both, and that is so because you are pouring out from 
one into the other, then the height of the water in the pipe will be the height of the water in 
the pool multiplied by the area of the pool and divided by the area of the pipe” 


“That is very good. That is excellent. I’ve never had it explained quite that way before, 
probably because you have never discussed it in a group learning situation. That’s a 
trivial matter anyway, the important thing is that you understand. So how would you go 
about calculating these area’s.?” 


“Pi times radius squared. However in dividing one area by the other the pi’s would cancel 
each other out, so you wouldn't have to do the complete area calculation. Also ina 
practical sense it is easier to measure the diameters of both containers. Since the 
diameter is twice the radius then the two’s will also cancel each other out. 


So the pipe water height is the pool diameter divided by the pipe diameter and that result 
squared multiplied by the pool water height.” 


“Well fuck me girl, I’m impressed.”, Andy clapped. 


“I’ve never had a math teacher congratulate me quite that way before. Maybe you need 
some practice in the classroom”, laughed Tracy. 


“I like the bit about it being easier to measure the diameter. You’re going to be taking the 
knowledge you learn and be doing practical things with it. Keep it up, everything in that 
book needs to become second nature to you. 

| think it’s gadget time. Come on in.” 


Tracy felt at ease. She knew he wasn’t after sex. 


“| can’t pay you with money, because that is traceable. Pick something that you like and 
l'Il arrange for a new one to be delivered to your house.” 


“That’s a nice teapot you’ve got.” 


“Having a healthy pair of testicles tends to diminish my ability to rank teapots. Come on 
girl I'm trying to get you to think big. What about the home theatre?” 


“| haven't earned that”, said Tracy quietly. 


“Well neither have I, not really, not in any true sense of the word. But you don't let shit like 
that stop you from having the good life." 


Chapter 6 - Home 


After six weeks in observation Imogen had not displayed any more signs of self harm and 
so she was to be released to her parents Roger and Darlene. Karen was at the exit 
interview and quickly observed the parents. Darlene looked haggard and at her wits end. 
Roger looked in better shape. 


Karen began, “First of all thank you for coming in, Imogen will be here shortly and she is 
just readying herself. How have you been coping with it all?” 


Roger spoke first, “I haven't had a lot of time to think about it. Work has suddenly got very 
busy and it looks like | could be taking more guys on to cope with the workload. | guess 
I've thrown myself into my work. At the moment there is a large influx of people into 
Albany, possibly due to all the hot weather in Perth and Kalgoorlie. If it gets too hot then 
sooner or later people have to start moving.” 


“That is a very common coping mechanism. As important as work is, Imogen needs you 
now to provide a strong pillar of support and an anchor for her morality. Try to spend as 
much time together as you can. Darlene, how about you.” 


“I can't help thinking its all my fault. Maybe I've over mothered her and been too confining, 
| saw this Oprah ...” 


“I'm sure you have been the best of mothers”, Karen interjected. “Blaming yourself 
doesn't help Imogen and certainly doesn't help you. To be honest | really have no idea 
what happened with Imogen and neither do my colleagues. However under observation 
guidelines we are ready to have a trial home reunion. | do however advise that you take a 
prudent approach in managing your expectations. 


In cases of mental illness involving children they respond best to a loving environment 
based on mutual respect, love and trust. These are qualities which | am sure you have in 
abundance.” 


There was a knock on the door and Imogen came through. Confident as ever. She 
walked up to her mother, who got up, and they hugged. Darlene was a bit clumsy about 
the whole thing, not quite sure of how to react and being a bit too exhausted for quick 
improvisation. Roger, who had taken on the role of being the strong one, gave his 
daughter a hug as well. 

“How are your teeth, did you lose any?” 

“Not a single one, its all healed up perfectly.” 


“Christ don't ever fu... frighten us like that again Imogen. Your mother and | have been 
worried sick. Promise me now, NEVER!” 


Darlene jumped at the intensity of the word. “I promise Dad, I'll never do that again.” 


“Imogen”, Karen enquired, “I would like you to spend as much time with your Dad as 
possible. Do you have any suggestions as to how that could be done.” 


“Hey Dad, how about doing some of the paperwork with your company. | could learn from 
Christine. She could do with the extra help with the way things have been going lately.” 


Roger was a bit surprised at the suggestion, partly due to the fact that it was on the ‘too 
good to be true’ list. Sure | guess you have to learn that stuff if you want to take over the 


family business one day. Christine is a hard task master though, it aint going to be no 
holiday.” 


“Roger there is one thing | need to ask of you”, said Karen. “Darlene and Imogen need 
some girl time together. | Know its hard since you haven't seen much of each other over 
the past six weeks, but this would be really appreciated.” 


“Sure, no problems.” Roger was well aware of Darlene's condition and was all for getting 
her back on her feet again. 


The interview concluded pleasantly enough. Imogen and Darlene went to the Dome, on 
the way the Australian Security Intelligence Organisation put in a request for surveillance 
with North Albany Senior High School. 


The DOME was, as always, wonderful. It was a grand old dark brick building from the late 
nineteenth century. There was a veranda with chairs at the back which overlooked the 
Target shopping centre. When it wasn't dark, overcast and raining the weather in Albany 
was a delight to behold and could bring warmth to the darkest of souls, assuming of 
course that those souls were human. 


The waitress was soon in attendance. Darlene was still making her mind up and was 
caught of guard as she realised that her daughter was half way through placing the order. 
How fast they grow up, or is it me who just hasn't pulled herself together. 


“| hate to harp on about old ground Imogen, but I can't help blaming myself for what 
happened to you. | know Dr Karen doesn't agree with that but that's just the way that 
mothers are. Your father has buried himself in his work. | guess | can be grateful that he 
isn't looking through the world from the bottom of a bottle. Tell me Imogen where did we 
go wrong.” 


“Hmmm there was that time at my birthday party with Joanne when you had ran out of ice 
cream. That was very traumatic. It took me years to get over it. Even now | still have the 
occasional flashback.” 


Darlene knew that her daughter was not taking the conversation seriously. The only 
reason she remembered the name Joanne was because she was Glenys' daughter. 
Glenys and her had gone to Curtin University together and had been close friends ever 
since. But how long ago did they leave town. Must have been years ago. The ice cream 
didn't ring any bells. Anyway back to the present. 


She wasn't quite sure where to begin. “Are you looking forward to going back to school? | 
can always help with catching up.” Her daughter was eating her food with such elegance, 
as if nothing had ever happened, as if nothing ever could happen. 


“Honestly Mum, | think school is going to be good. This is the time to start talent spotting, 
building allies and preparing for life's great adventure...” Imogen caught the expression on 
her mothers face “...who knows | may even be lucky enough to find an embarrassing 
pimply boyfriend that you disapprove of.” 


Darlene was caught off guard and despite her best efforts found herself giggling. 


Chapter 7 - Pimply Boyfriend 


Daniel lay on the golden sands of Betty's beach. He raised his head to take a look at the 
crystal clear blue waters as the waves gently lapped the shore. It was mid summer and 
the cool breeze complimented the suns warm rays on his skin. 


He caught sight of some gorgeous hot chicks walking past. “Hey ladies”, he called out, 
“I've got low fat semen!” They turned around to look at him and began to strip. But before 
they could finish some more girls ran from behind the sand dunes to attend to his every 
need. Then some more reached the shoreline in jet skis and just as they got off and 
began to walk on the sand some jumbo jets landed on the sand ... 


Then there was the sound of thunder and Daniel awoke to the sound of his meth fried 
skank of a mother banging on his bedroom door. “Get outta there and fuck off out of the 
way to school.” Her talking like that was a sure sign that she had had another domestic 
with bastard Bob, her latest boyfriend. The only thing he was good for, apart from 
supplying the skank, was throwing the furniture around. He could have made it to the 
Olympics but found a life of abusing drug dependent women to be far more satisfying. 


Daniel dressed quickly, the sooner he was out of here today the better. He made it to the 
kitchen and was wolfing down some left over pizza from the night before when his mother 
came into the room and burst into tears, “You know | love you really don't you Danny boy. 
I've always tried to give you the best but there's always so much shit getting in the way. | 
can't help it.” She put her arms around him and the smell of her rotting teeth was 
overpowering, making him want to vomit. So far that hadn't happened, but he didn't know 
for how much longer. Then she shuffled off back to her bedroom crying and mumbling. 


As the meth had aged his mother the men that she brought home had also got 
progressively older. When the last one had taken a swing at his mother Daniel had 
managed to deck him. He had thought that at least the days of physical abuse were 
behind him. Then, of course, she had to hook up with Bob. Sixty years old but can still 
kick a door to pieces, throw a few chairs across the room and then get started on his 
mother. It didn't matter what family services did, what he did or what the police did, she 
would always find someone to slap her around the house. Such was life for Daniel. A few 
years more and he could leave all this shit behind him. As he left through the car port he 
couldn't help but catch sight of the car. Fuck! 


Darlene had just said her goodbyes to Imogen as she headed for school. When Imogen 
was small she had kept a DVD of each of her birthdays so she could look back on it when 
she was older. Now that she was on her own she could relieve her nagging memory. 
What ice cream? 


She took a guess at Imogen's third birthday. No Joanne, Glenys had already left. Darlene 
took out the second birthday. There was Joanne in her pretty sparkling fairy dress. Glenys 
always had the knack of picking the perfect clothes for Joanne, still Imogen looked very 
pretty as well. 


After the presents: “And now princesses we have another surprise for you!”, exclaimed 
Glenys. 


“Oh jeepers | forgot the ice cream”, replied Darlene. 


“Ohhh..” 


“But here's the choccy cake” 
“Yaayyy!!!” 


And that was it, no more mention of ice cream throughout the rest of the video. No 
wonder she had forgotten about it. Imogen was just 2 years old, to the day. How the hell 
had she remembered? Wasn't your brain supposed to re-wire itself at around 3 and forget 
anything before, or some shit like that? 


Darlene googled it and eventually found a page entitled infantile amnesia. There were a 
few theories about the hippocampus but it was accepted that it was real. But there were 
occasional exceptions. So did Imogen have a lucky recollection or could she remember 
other things from her toddler years. 


Come to think of it, how had Imogen known about Christines work load. Must have over 
heard an office rant maybe. 


Chapter 8 - School 


Daniel entered his classroom at Nashs and there were snickers from one corner as 
Jenkins was watching something under his desk. Jenkins, who had a passion for video 
recording, was one of the big lads who sat at the back. “Hey what's the go bro”, called 
Stevens. 


“You know | live opposite to Danny boy don't you. | got my new video camera trained on 
his front lawn. Like why pay for Netflix when you can watch this.” 


Jenkins passed his mobile phone to Stevens and they watched as bastard Bob started 
kicking the hell out of a Ford Fiesta with Danny's mother in it. Stevens held up the phone, 
“Hey dudes, here's the domestic at Danny's last night. The class started gathering around 
“Jesus look at the old guy go”, said someone as a kick ripped the fender from the rest of 
the body. The video zoomed in to Danny's mother scrambling for the passenger side of 
the car with her face in fear. “She looks like a demon being exorcised.” called another. 


“She must have been breaking commandments to incur the wrath of Moses” 
“Must have broken all ten of them” 

“Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live” 

“Is that what it says” 

“No shit that's what the good book says”. 


All that Danny could do was to hide his face in shame. 

The laughing from the class got louder and louder until Mr Hoskins, their class, and more 
specifically their history, teacher came in. Using mobile phones in class meant 
confiscation and crossing Jenkins was not to be taken lightly. They were silent. 


Mr Hoskins, a tall man with a stern look, had been around the block a few times in his 
career and knew that something was up. He started walking up and down the rows of 
tables. “Il wonder what could enforce such blanket cooperation at a moments notice?” as 
he headed toward Jenkins and Stevens. “Well gentlemen, any news for me”. 


The exertion from laughing and now the tension from Hoskins looking so intently at them 
caused just enough sweat from Jenkins' leg to penetrate his trouser pocket and activate 
the touch screen. “BIIITTTCCHHHHH’” yelled the betraying device. 


It was too much for the class to contain themselves any longer. They burst out laughing 
and it was all he could do for Mr Hoskins to keep a straight face, but succeed he did. 
“Hand it over” Jenkins complied. In the few seconds it took him to pause the video he had 
seen enough to know it was a serious domestic. 


“| want this class to be in silence while | am away and when | get back.” He strode off 
toward the Principal. He entered her office. “Mrs Walsh, sorry for interruption but I've just 
just confiscated a mobile phone with serious content on it.” 


Mrs Walsh turned to the new student. “Imogen, can you be kind enough to wait outside 
for a few minutes while | attend to Mr Hoskins.” Imogen left. 


Mr Hoskins, who had the same model phone, showed her the video from start to finish. 
“Mark, | know that Simon Jenkins has many failings as a student, but he is excellent at 
the visual arts. Are you sure that this video isn't, how shall | put it, unaltered. Realistically 


how many old men can do that?” 


“Are we Sure it is not doctored. Reporting of domestic violence to police is mandatory. | 
suggest we hand the video to the police and leave it to them to determine how authentic it 
is. “ 


Mrs Walsh nodded, “Ah perfect timing, Sergeant Becker, to complain about the graffiti no 
doubt, Please show him in.” 


Sergeant Becker was indeed there for the graffiti, “Henry Becker meet Thomas Hoskins”, 
the men shook hands and Mrs Walsh showed him the video. 


“Of course official testing will need to be done on the video, but this man is known to us. 
He is physically capable of those actions and is considered extremely dangerous. If, for 
any reason, he shows up at the school do not try to apprehend him but call us 
immediately. He would have left heaps for forensic evidence around and who was the 
student living at the residence?” 


“Daniel Monkton”. 


“Well there is a clear danger to Daniel to continue to be living there in the presence of this 
man. We'll take immediate steps to arrest him and call you when he is in custody. How 
did you come across this evidence.” 


“A student, fellow classmate, living across the road. Do we have to go there?” 


“Possibly. But we will try not to. Better get to it and make sure this guy is behind bars.” 
Sergeant Becker was off. 


Mrs Walsh sat down. “Send in Simon, when you've taken Imogen MacBeth to class. 
Here's her history, make sure you read it. Pretty extreme stuff.” 


With the mood of the class as it was Mr Hoskins took Imogen to one of the interview 
rooms and introduced himself. He read the briefing, maintaining composure. “You're 
being thrown in with a pretty rowdy bunch, are you comfortable with that, Imogen?” 


“I'm sure, after all is said and done, that they are just a bunch of kids.” 


There was something about her tone, the authenticity of her voice that sounded so out of 
place with her statement. She aint one of the normal ones, a voice in the back of his mind 
told him. “That's easy enough for someone of an older generation like myself to say, but it 
can be different when you're just a kid yourself.” 


“If that's the viewpoint that you're comfortable with, Mr Hoskins.”, in a condescending 
tone. 


Hoskins didn't want to get off to a bad start. “Well, if you're ready, lets proceed to class 
11B.” 


He caught the sight of the top of some students head as he turned the corner into the 
final corridor. The brown hair disappeared, the door closed and the class fell silent. A few 
seconds later both student and teacher entered the room. 


“Today Imogen joins us in our studious endeavour for academic excellence. She has 
been transferred from Mt Lockyer.” 


“Hello Imogen”, they chorused. They had learned that Mr Hoskins took introductions very 
seriously. 


“There is a Spare seat just over there toward the back. Simon, Mrs Walsh requires your 
presence immediately. You may wish to consider the legality of your recording on your 
way there. Simon got up and realised that he had been deluding himself that somehow 
the law didn't count because he was just a school kid. Now he was worried but composed 
himself and made a point of having a good look at the new girl. “I really don't think you're 
in a position to play the alpha male, Jenkins.” 


Jenkins blushed with embarrassment and was at a loss for words. 


“Of course he isn't, which is why he is the alpha male. Not that I'm impressed.”, said 
Imogen. 


“Whoa”, the class chorused. A flicker of appreciation crossed his face has he turned for 
the door. 


Talk about a quick climb to the top, thought Hoskins, but can she stay there. “You're 
sitting next to Daniel Monkton today Imogen. Carla, can you please show Imogen the 
ropes for the next few days.” 


“Yes sir.” 


Chapter 9 - Business 


Shit, shit, shit, thought Christine as Roger left the office on Saturday night. She asked for 
help and what does she get in return, some brat of a teenager. Christine caught herself. 
Roger's decisions usually turned out right in the long run, even the 'bad' ones. Besides, 
how old was this girl, sixteen. Another six years and she could well have graduated with a 
uni degree... Hmmm, best not to give her any bad memories. 


Christine decided to make the most of the situation. That's why Roger told her on 
Saturday night, so she would have a whole week for a self rant. Besides, Imogen had 
been through a lot lately. Better give the kid the benefit of the doubt. If this was to be a 
success at all she would have to throw Imogen in at the deep end, at least work load 
wise. For the want of an assistant the office was in a bit of a mess. 


“Hello Daniel, how ya going?”. Imogen pushed herself away from the wall as he drew 
level. This was the first time she had spoken to him outside of the classroom. She had 
better than average looks, far more elegance and sophistication, he felt inadequate in her 
presence. “Er, I'm fine, yeah, I'm ok”. 


Daniel looked about himself to see who was watching, who would be laughing at him. 
“Why don't we go to the library and talk about computers, I've heard you're good at them. 


“I was half expecting something about Ed Sheeran or Billie Eilish.” 


“If you want me to be like the other girls then you're as stupid with them as your mother is 
with men. Now what's it to be, pubic humiliation or those amazing databases you've been 
working on.” 


“The databases, which one”. 
“Not here, lets choose a quiet spot. 


They entered the library and their being together did not go entirely unnoticed. The Bush 
Telegraph was on a new mission. They found an abandoned desk and Imogen pulled a 
couple of books off the shelf to look the part. 


“| have ambition Daniel. More than you can ever know. To get to where | want to be | 
need to be able to depend on the right people. | see something in you Daniel that | see in 
few others. You have loyalty and | value that above all else. You have another great gift, 
intelligence. Tell me about your database.” 


He could hardly believe his luck. Having all this attention and praise by such an 
enchanting girl. “| can show you on my phone. The browser calls up my server at home, 
as far as my phone is concerned its just another website. Here we have the main screen. 
The software keeps track of many people involved in many projects with each user using 
it like a databased diary. Managers and other users can query this database and quickly 
find out what is happening within an organisation.” 


“That was well said Daniel. How did you get it so responsive?” 


“A lot of the data is called up once, like all these pulldown lists. It gets called up when | 
log in but it is retained. What looks like a new page is only part of a page. This is done 


using AJAX which stands for Asynchronous Javascript And XML. In fact the code of the 
whole main menu is retained and that's why it flashes up instantaneously, because a call 
doesn't have to be made to the server.” 


“If you were speaking to an audience you would have alienated most of them”, stated 
Imogen. “Keep it simple such as 'AJAX is used for speed, the details are beyond the 
scope of this presentation, see me afterward blah blah blah’. You don't see a car advert 
talking about the Otto cycle. But since this is me, keep up the detail ...” 


Mr Hoskins was supervising the library that day. Most of a teachers supervising was 
looking out for imbalances. A particularly strong boy negotiating with a weak one. A group 
of students at odds with just one. An unusually charismatic stylish girl chatting to a 
vulnerable socially awkward boy. Mr Hoskins was one bookshelf away, peering between 
the gaps. While nothing had been done wrong, experience told him that Daniel was being 
set up for a let down. Hell she was more classy than his wife. 


“... [think the only suggestion | can make Daniel is to re-write the project for PostgreSQL 
and drop MySQL.” 


“But MySQL is the far more popular database with web hosting providers.” 


“Where I'm going we won't need to scrounge around for freebies. We will need some 
massive deployments. You can have your first web server sooner than you think. Can | 
look forward to the re-write.” 


There was no inspiration needed in the re-write. Ninety percent of it was syntax. It was 
the huge fuck around factor concerning the idiosyncrasies of the databases. He could say 
no and save himself the trouble, but if he did he would be just a nobody holed up in his 
bedroom with no relevance at all. He remembered the words of the matrix 'because you 
have been down there Neo, you know that road, you know exactly where it ends’. He was 
being asked to be part of something big. He may never get this chance again, his feelings 
spoke of destiny being fulfilled. “When do you need it by?” 


“Oh lets say a month. But I'm sure you're going to fuck yourself over by doing it in time for 
the weekend.” 


Daniel let a smile escape him, knowing the full truth of her words. He headed off home. 


Mr Hoskins quietly walked up to Imogen's desk, “Language Miss MacBeth. This is a 
school library. Innocent ears could be offended.” 


Imogen looked up, “My humblest apologies sir. Don't you find it interesting how a 
collection of arbitrary words are deemed offensive by one class of people and not 
another.” 


“Yes, we Studied it as part of our teaching psychology. It's all about how people 
subconsciously communicate their position within society. Like you say, certain words are 
arbitrarily deemed offensive by society. Those who have a large stake in society conform 
to these rules. However the riff raff give themselves away as being at the bottom of the 
ladder. | am left wondering where a bright young lady like you fits in, Imogen.” That 
should wipe the smile off her face he thought, for but an instant. 


The smile did not leave her face. “Oh you are good to deliver an insult with such 
eloquence. Always the perfect gentleman. But surely a good history teacher realises that 
its the riff raff that initiate revolutions, rise up as the heroes of history and become the 
stuff of legends. As for myself | am not here to declare my stake in the system, 
subconscious or otherwise. | am here to redefine it.” 


“As long as young Daniel doesn't get hurt in the process”, instantly dismissing her claim. 


“You've been watching us through understandably prejudiced eyes sir. If you must watch 
then please watch closely and report back to me in two months. | wouldn't want you filling 
in the gaps with an erroneous imagination.” 


Chapter 10 - Business Improvement 


Christine parked her car and walked around the corner of the brick office to find Imogen 
waiting. “Oh hello sweetie. Looks like we're off to an early start.” Imogen smiled back, 
“Hello Christine. Your son, Jason is it? is planning to start a business degree. I'm sure 
he's fortunate to have a good teacher in you.” 


There was something about Imogens eyes and tone of voice that changed Christine's 
assessment of her. Although she didn't realise it yet she would never address Imogen as 
sweetie again. “I'll not lie to you Imogen. If I'm to show you the ropes you're going to have 
to roll up your sleeves ready for some very boring work.” 


“| guess the most valuable lesson in anything is to learn how to get yourself out of a 
mess.” 


So the process began and Christine was quickly impressed by the way that Imogen was 
learning as well as her enthusiasm in doing. Midday they had a half hour lunch. Imogen 
wolfed down her food and spent 10 minutes texting. Much to Christines relief the phone 
was switched off at the end of the half hour and they carried on for the rest of the day. 
Christine looked around her. It didn't take a genius to figure out that a few weeks with this 
girl and things could start looking shipshape. The only problem was that Imogen was still 
studying. “Oh well time to skedaddle. Thank you for your help today Imogen, you've been 
a godsend.” 

“I think I'll hang back and learn about the other side of the business, like your server.” 

“I will have to clear that with Ro, your father first.” 

Imogen smiled casually, “I'd be disappointed if you didn't” 

Christine dialled and explained the situation. Roger asked for Imogen, “You sure you're 
not pushing too hard honey? Christine says you've done more than enough for one day. 
What are you going to do anyway.” 

“Just a detailed look at your legal environment, occupational health, that kind of stuff.” 
“All that is taken care of by by Bannor Partners” 


“Yeah, | just need to understand it” 


“Ok, give the phone back to Christine.” She did so and Christine gave her the keys and 
left. 


Imogen whipped out her mobile and dialed, “What's up Daniel” 

“Just as you said the projects database has been rewritten for PostgreSQL.” 

“Well done and just as | said | have got you a server. My dad's a bit technophobic and 
whenever he is confronted with something he fears he goes at it with overkill. He has got 
a seriously heavy duty server here with an equally underutilised internet connection. I'll 
install the server software with CPanel and you can zip up your php scripts and your 
config files and send them to me. We can be done in a couple of hours. 


By the way | would really love you to work on a filing system for the office here. Not as in 


NTFS or RaiserFS but as in a secretary trying to find a piece of paper. I'll have to hang at 
your place to take you through the fields and how its intended to be used. Ciao” 


Chapter 11 - Permaculture 


Tracy was studying the satellite photos of the land that he been purchased by Andy. It 
was in the Shire of Jerramungup where the rainfall was still reasonable. The land came 
cheap as it was not sought after, the soil was depleted and had erosion problems. This 
was not what Tracy wanted but Andy had insisted that it be a piece of land that no one 
was interested in and was surrounded by other pieces of land of no interest. It was salt 
free, which was something. 


“Sometimes, Andy, farmland is abandoned for a good reason.” 


“Yeah, | see where you're coming from. But operational farmland has one major 
disadvantage. It is occupied by farmers, who are very hard at work doing what farmers do 
best, even better than what distant bureaucrats can do, they farm. Just like anyone doing 
anything else, they impose on their environment, both natural and unnatural, their way of 
doing things. They would not take kindly to us planting what they call weeds. If however 
we are going to establish a human sustaining ecosystem on this land then we can't use 
their crops, because those plants aren't strong enough. This is why the previous farmer 
pissed off. We are going to have to use edible weeds, the kind you have been telling me 
about, but I've been too busy to remember. 


| don't know a whole lot about Jerramungup, but | want you to keep the operation low key. 
No media articles, a token presence at produce swaps, no books to be published about 
the place. No boastful property tours. This last bit can be tricky but don't come across as 
being secretive. Sure, invite the neighbours around for a cup of tea, but try and pass 
yourself off as yet another deluded hobby farmer. “ 


“Sure, can do. I've been doing some thinking about this. We can plant trees in a fencing 
maze so that no matter where you are on the farm you can't get a good view of it. 


Also since we are planning for not to be dependent on vehicles then we can construct 
swales which will store and divert water to here, creating a semi marsh-like road block. 
So while we shall not be so foolish to obstruct an inspector, the land itself will make it just 
too hard. 


We can use gorse in and around the land erosion gullies which will stabilise it and bring 
up subsoil nutrients. It's also a nitrogen fixer. Rabbits and goats can be fed gorse, which 
is Surprising when you touch the plant since it has very spiny foliage. 


We can trial Black Soldier Fly larvae for composting toilets and we have also got a couple 
of earthworm composting toilets as well. A duckweed pond can be used for diverted 
urine. They have had great success with them in Vietnam. It can also be used for any 
other run off we may happen to produce. 


The roof of the house has passive solar panels for heating of water. This is controlled by 
a Raspberry PI computer, you know one of those credit card sized computers, so on 
cloudy cold days the water gets diverted away from the solar panels to either the back 
boiler on the stove or the Jean Pain compost heater. The Jean Pain won't be working until 
we have produce a lot of excess biomass, but its only a matter of time.” 


“It all sounds good”, said Andy, “when can you start” 


“Well the first thing is to get the dwelling built and test its storage facilities to see if they 
are water proof. Since you want to store a lot of food there | suggest we get non 
perishable food packed into furniture removalists cardboard boxes and have them cart 
the stuff in. That way no one from outside knows we have a lot of food there. We can 


number the boxes and keep our own separate list of what is in each box. This will all have 
to be done within the state borders so we don't get caught out in a quarantine inspection.” 


“Sure, | can arrange that, get my staff to do it in each of their branches and tell them it's 
going to Oxfam. The removalists can be told to put it into their storage so that no one at 
the office is any the wiser. While they are on route | can redirect them to the homestead. 


The dwelling is due to start construction in two weeks time. I've arranged for you to be 
provided with your own portacabin. | want you onsite, not doing a whole lot while the 
building is going on. | want photo's at the end of each day so | can see how things are 
progressing. They are a pretty reliable bunch, I've dealt with Sillix Constructions before. 
All the same | would feel better for you to be there. I've arranged an internet connection, 
you can fill up your hard disk with movies, grab a SUV for going into town, not that there 
is a hell of a lot there. Any questions?” 


“When will the earth moving equipment be coming. I'll need it to start swale construction.” 


“| made a deal with the boys. They will be leaving a couple of backhoes behind for us to 
use for free. That way they don't have to cart them back to base and from base to the 
next job. They will get them as needed. Everyone wins.” 


“Gotcha, hope there's enough of a delay.” 


Tracy felt too excited to sleep, but know she must. She lit some lavender sticks at her 
Ninhursag alter and drifted off into fitful sleep. 


She woke at 5:00 in the morning and decided that she wasn't going to drift off again so 
she had her last shower before leaving civilisation. She didn't know how good her next 
one was going to be so she made the most of it, allowing her fantasies to envelope her as 
she imagined herself a sex slave being passed around a circle of big strong construction 
men as they took turns at her body, fondling her sweet delicate female flesh with their 
powerful calloused hands and feeling their hot breath on the back of her neck. 


Her alarm went off and she was snapped back to reality. She toweled herself down and 
dressed in jeans and steel capped boots. It had taken her a while to break the boots in 
and was only now starting to get used to their weight. 


She cooked up a hearty breakfast of egg, bacon and sausages on toast followed by 
pineapple rings and washed down with filtered coffee. She had loaded up the Toyota Duel 
Cab SUV the night before. There was plenty of thermal underwear, work style coats, 
tinned food, packet food, vitamin pills, a solar oven, two tents, cigarette lighters, a 
magnifying glass, spare mobile phone, both loaded with OSMAND navigation software, 
PV solar panels on the roof of the SUV and a cylinder of LPG for cooking. 


She made sure the house was locked and she was off on her new adventure, heading up 
the South Coast Highway, past the green fields of rich farming land and kept going as the 
land slowly but steadily became drier. 


Several hours later she was descending into the property which was set in a shallow 
valley with granite outcroppings. There were sparse stunted shrubs. Fortunately Andy 
had had the foresight to supply all the toilets needed for the work crew. All their waste 
would be captured, processed by the earthworms, rendering it safe, and applied to the 
land. 


While this would represent a good start it would in no way be sufficient to restore the land. 
Enough soil would be generated to begin germinating the tagasaste. This was a nitrogen 
fixing fodder crop with a deep tap root able to withstand drought and also to bring up 
nutrients from deep down. 


In their early stages the tagasaste would have plastic tree guards to prevent browsing. 
Once they were over a mans height the guards would be removed and any wildlife would 
be allowed to breed here. If and when needed this wildlife could be used as a food 
source. 


All these ideas and more were fine for maintaining the land and building it up slowly. 
However Andy had made it clear to Tracy that he wanted to push the envelope on soil 
restoration. How he did not know and Tracy was left to come up with the inspiration. 
There were two ideas, both involved artificial fertilizer, 60 tonnes of it which would give 
the soil five years of fertility. 


The first was to use the fertilizer to grow duckweed in large shallow ponds and spread the 
duckweed on the land. This would then rot down and enhance soil biology. Alternatively 
the duckweed could be fed to chickens and pigs and their manure would be spread on 
the ground. 


The second idea was to collect shredded paper from recycling contractors and, use it as 
bedding and feed for earthworms. The fertilizer would be added in dilute solution which 
would supply the nitrogen and other minerals for the bacteria to grow, which in turn would 
allow the earthworms to grow. Once a sizable number of worms have been bred up then 
holes could be dug in the soil, wet shredded paper added, worms on top and micro- 
irrigated with dilute fertilizer. That way the breeding beds of the worms will be in the soil 
itself, thus reducing capital investment and you have the added benefit of the worms 
interacting with the soil as well. This would improve the soil structure. She recalled her 
conversation with Andy ... 


“... Tracy | have done my homework on this land and I can tell you straight that it has been 
wrecked by artificial fertilizers and now you are trying to tell me that that you want to put 
another 60 tonnes of the stuff on there. Isn't that going to reinforce the problem rather 
than ameliorate it.” 


“It all comes down to how it was applied Andy. Organic production is wonderful if you 
have the mineralization to work with. This was taken out of the soil and so it needs to be 
reintroduced. The crucial difference is that we are mineralizing bacteria and so the 
bacteria can feed the soil. | know these methods are going to make every organic 
gardener philosophically puke, but that's the way of it. You can have an organic garden if 
you get a cut grass donation from the lawnmower man, but how was that grass grown. If 
you use sheep manure but what is going to replace the minerals in the grass that the 
sheep ate, which in turn took minerals from the soil. 


You can't have honest organic gardening until you close the nutrient loop, that's 
something you have to work towards and that's why we have the composing toilets. “ 


“So what sort of numbers are we talking about?” 


“Recently Australia as a whole has been using 46.3kg of fertilizer per hectare per year. If 
you want 5 years of nutrients in the soil and foliage for 263 hectares of land that comes to 
60 tonnes of fertilizer. So far the math is pretty straight forward. After that things get tricky. 
What is the daily rate you apply each day to a duckweed pond. We need to find the 
optimum growing concentration, test daily and keep it maintained at that level. Similar 
problem with the earthworms. We don't have the experience. We don't know how long its 
going to take to get through the fertilizer. 


The worms have an advantage over the duckweed. Duckweed ponds are relatively 
expensive to produce but a earthworm windrow being supplied by a weeping hose 
delivering diluted fertilizer is far easier. Even better, brace yourself, you can grow F1 
hybrid pumpkins along the windrow which is going to tap into the nutrients and spread it 


over a large area. This is what pumpkins are good at. If the pumpkins are not growing fast 
enough we up the fertilizer dosage. The worms are going to take up a fair bit of the 
fertilizer for themselves, which is good. Also as the bacteria multiply they will start to fix 
nitrogen from the atmosphere. 


Once the pumpkins have lived and died they rot down and fertilize the soil organically. We 
don't have to worry about producing a pumpkin plague because the F1 hybrids produce 
weak offspring. We need a sowing density for the pumpkins and apply the fertilizer at the 
standard rate each day. As an added bonus we can harvest the excess pumpkin fruits, 
botanically they are not vegetables, and disperse them as we see fit afterward.” 


Andy carefully considered what he had been told. “That's one shit load of weeping hose, 
cost that up against micro spray irrigation. Have you thought about what would happen if 
we can't get this soil up and running in time, say if civilization crashes after one year.” 


Tracy was ready for this. “Aside from the non-perishable food we have stored, the 
duckweed ponds are sufficiently big to feed 10 adults well. Not very palatable, but it is 
nutritious. While we are eating this we can still be getting on with the job of improving the 
soil. If we are careful we will have 30 tonnes of fertilizer left when the land is half way 
there. As a general guideline we shall build up sufficient area of soil close to the house to 
feed twice the number of people living there. That way we can absorb the shock of a few 
extra people finding us or a crop failure, whatever.” 


“How long is it going to take to breed up the worms. We're going to need quite a few.” 


“Given a doubling rate of 60 days, which is realistic enough, you are going to have a 68 
fold increase over a year. The council recycling contractors have not been willing to sell 
worms, which is no great surprise, so | got roughly 10 kilos of worms from local hobby 
suppliers. | have bred these up in my home in document containers stacked on shelves. | 
have got about 500kg of them. Good job I'm a single girl. By the way | did a calculation for 
the hosing, which coincidentally are the same price between weeping and drip, comes to 
$7037 per hectare. That doesn't include pumps, etc. Say $10,000 per hectare. 
Realistically there is no way we can do 263 hectares. Ten Hectares is tops and I'll need 
help from overseas workers. Ten intensive hectares is enough land to feed 7 people. 
Another 3 can be fed with Tagasaste, etc. It's a ten bedroom dwelling ...” 


“Yeah, Ok. | over did it on the land. Lets get the fertilizer in and store it safely, the whole 
60 tonnes that is. Over doing it is better than under doing it and it was going for a song. 
We shall try for 10 hectares, make the first hectare a priority and go for the other nine as 
resources permit. If Someone was working on the land do you think you could keep the 
use of fertilizer secret.” 


“Shouldn't be too hard”, said Tracy ,”there are worms, duckweed and shredded paper 
everywhere. Loading the fertilizer into the mixer tank isn't that hard. The fertilizer shed 
can be locked. Yeah | think | could pull that off.” 


“Good, we can get WWOOFers in. These are Willing Workers On Organic Farms. They 
come along, get housed and fed and do work in return. By the way did you look into the 
oak trees. Nothing like the luxury of truffles.” 


“They are good for improving the land. Produce acorns for pigs and enrich the soil with 
leaf litter. Of course the land is in no shape to take them but | have come up with an idea. 
You take a pumpkin, dig a round hole so the pumpkin fits in nicely. Get an axe and chop 
up the top of the pumpkin. This is going to rot over winter, especially if you put some 
earthworms on top. In spring you can plant the acorns. Worth a try.” 


As she approached it occurred to her that the land may not be in such bad condition after 
all. At least a good portion of it was covered in vegetation of some kind. While certainly 


not good soil, the reports over stated the case. It had been five years since the previous 
farmer last cropped and during that time various weeds had pioneered the soil. She 
would have to have a good look around to be sure. 


She drew up along side the portacabins, which were on top of a slight slope to avoid 
flooding. It didn't rain much in Australia but when it did it usually bucketed it down. Due to 
the hydrophobic soils, which was endemic in this region, water would just run off until the 
ground had finally damped down. 


First things first. Cabin inspection. Water, food, communications. All the essentials were 
there. There were tinned beans, dried beans, and a bean sprouter for vitamins. There 
was also flour, yeast, a bread making machine — which really wasn't necessary since she 
had practiced hand kneeding of the dough as this did not require an external source of 
energy. 


There was a knock on the door, a strongly built good looking man introduced himself as 
Colin. Tracy put him in his late forties. “Progress is going well on the homestead. It can be 
mighty cold in the winter down here.” 

“Oh I guess I'll handle it easy enough. I've come too far with this dream to allow a little 
cold to stop me in my tracks. I've been lucky in the inheritance department and I'm going 
to build on that by, well, building.” 

“Sounds like a good way to go. Whenever you're ready | can show you around.” 


“How about tomorrow, after I've had a good breakfast. 7:30 is good for you?” 


“Perfect. The first pit stop is getting you kitted up with PPE.”, Colin sensed a drop in 
enthusiasm, “By law.” 


“I've already got me steel caps hard hat and reflective jacket, which you are, of course, 
welcome to inspect.” 


“I really don't have a problem inspecting you any time”, he said with a smile. 

“| was referring solely to the Personal Protective Equipment.” 

“Of course you were Ma'am.”, not losing composure for a second. 

“First thing in the morning then.”, said Tracy waving him off with a smile. She sensed he 


had a lot going for him but for one fault. He needed vision handed to him as he had none 
for himself. That was his glass ceiling. 


Chapter 12 - Science 


Mr Hoskins was conducting science in class today. From time to time the seating of the 
students changed as classroom politics changed. As students acquired new abilities and 
ambitions through the teenage years the would break old alliances and form new ones. 
However not in his wildest imagination would he have expected Brian Jenkins on one 
table and Daniel Monkton on the next with Daniel looking totally at ease. The only person 
separating the two was Imogen at Brians table, who whispered something to Daniel as 
the class quietened down. How was he going to be able to put Daniel back together 
again?, he asked himself. 


"Today | want you to jump out of the box, so to speak, and talk to you about biology and 
physics together. Does anyone know why | would want to do that?" asked Mr Hoskins. 


He looked around and saw the struggling expressions on most of the faces. Some knew 
the answer already, a few holding back due to uncertainty, Imogen holding back, Mr 
Hoskins felt, to see how the other students would cope. "Because living things need 
energy, Sir", Felicity offered. 


"Good. All living things need energy, but what happens if they get too much energy?" 
"They end up looking like Stevens" 


Stevens turned in his chair and while obstructing the view of his teacher gave his 
distracter the finger. 


"Don't you think you have worn out the record enough, Jones" 


It was a favourite saying and Jones considered a reply about bit torrents and mp3, but 
changed his mind when he saw the expression on his teachers face. "Sorry Sir" 


"| was thinking in terms of sunlight, since all life ultimately gets its energy from there." 
"They get frazzled, like putting nitro in your car engine", said Brian. 


Hoskins was impressed by the change in attitude. So far Imogen had been a good 
influence on him. So far. "Not all life", Imogen interrupted his thought. "Li-Hung Lin 
discovered Firmicutes living over 2 km down in a South African mine. The short story is 
that radiation splits chemical bonds which the bacteria uses for energy." 


"There are also radiotrophic fungi which gain energy through their melanin directly sir. 
They have been investigated by NASA as a radiation barrier.", said Daniel. 


Hoskins thought quickly. "The good thing about science is that the more we know the 
more our sphere of knowledge comes into contact with the sphere of the unknown. | had 
heard of the bacteria in the mine but not the fungi, although I'm sure you could find your 
reference. For the benefit of the rest of the class these bacteria in the mine are living of 
the reduction of sulphides to sulphates. This is not, in itself, particularly unusual. What is 
unusual is the situation that these bacteria live their lives and their ultimate source of 
energy is the radiation from the uranium." 


"So what we have with the Earth is that it is at the right distance from the sun..." he 
thought about the next sentence carefully "...for there to be liquid water on the surface all 
year round. If it was too close to the sun the oceans would boil and if it was too far the 
oceans would freeze permanently. This not too hot not too cold is known as the 
Goldilocks zone. It was thought that life could not exist outside this zone but science has 


thrown up a few interesting possibilities. Can anyone think of any?" 


Felicity raised her hand "They think there's a sub-surface ocean around Jupiter's moon 
Europa. There maybe something living there, | think there is" 


"So what we have here class is a hypothesis. There maybe something there but we have 
no evidence to back it up. We have plenty of evidence for a sub-surface ocean, some 
intriguing evidence of sufficient energy and organic molecules can be assumed unless 
there is evidence to the contrary. But just because you have the conditions for life that 
does not make it inevitable. Remember with the Earth you have a sample size of 1, which 
can be misleading. Yes Imogen." 


"Since you would have several kilometres of ice to get through you would have to have a 
spacecraft using nuclear fuel to melt its way through the ice and take samples." 


"Good thinking. That's about the only way you could do it. Anything that may be living on 
Europa is trapped under there. As the sun expands in billions of years from now the ice 
may melt freeing life to see the larger universe only to have it freeze over again for 
eternity." 


"Life always finds a way - that's from Jurassic Park, Sir" added Felicity. 


Imogen shot her a steely gaze, it only lasted a split second, but Felicity felt a chill go 
through her very being. 


That night Imogen came around Daniels place, "so you've got rid of Moses eh?" 
"Finally yeah!" 


"I want you to ride over to my Dad's business and install your software on one of his 
computers." 


"What if he gets mad at me?" 


"You've had an abusive childhood, that's unfortunate. Now | want you to listen and | want 
you to listen real fucking carefully. Don't waste your life by trying to reconcile those who 
mistreated you, you will only give them a second chance to shit on you. Hate the pain 
away, directed at the bastards who deserve it. Having done that put all that shit behind 
you and get on with your life. As for ambition, you need someone on the inside. That's 
me." 


"Got you." Daniel changed subject. "So I've got a bootable DVD, a bootable memory stick 
just in case, a second memory stick with the scripts on it. Do we need anything else." 


"Yeah, a cute guy with brains. That's why you're invited." 

"Does Christine know about this?", asked Roger. 

"No Dad, | was going to start training her tomorrow." 

"So what does this software do?" According to Christine Imogen had been making some 
incredible strides in office efficiency. It seemed the end was in sight for the backlog of 
endless paperwork. Unlike the many solutions he had tried over the years so far his 
daughters approach had not cost him a cent. 

"It's a collaboration database. A databased diary where entries are classified by project. 


An entry may belong to more than one project. There's also fields for date, department, a 
photo, a webpage and reminders. Basic use is simple. Advanced use takes practice." 


"You mean it's going to get hard", Roger stated. 
"Not as hard as the shit you've been through all these years." 
"Language" 


"Well once you think you should be able to do more with it you'll have all the basic stuff on 
autopilot. Then | can take you go the next level with it." 


Roger was somewhat sceptical, but he wanted to do the right thing by his daughter and, 
so far, she hadn't put a foot wrong. "OK so how do | drive it." 


"All entries are stored in the server in the office. As far as your tablet is concerned its just 
another website. Once you've signed in a cookie will remember who you are. If you ever 
lose your tablet you can sign in from another device, explicitly log out and that will log you 
out of all devices. This button take you to ..." 


Darlene could hear them talking in the other room. It was a great relief to her that Imogen 
was doing so well, not only that but the business was starting to pick up due to smoother 
admin. It was like everything was starting to fall into place. She made them a coffee each 
to whet their whistles. 


Chapter 13 - Europa 


All these worlds are yours, except Europa. Attempt no landing there. Use them together, 
use them in peace. - Space Odyssey 2010 - Arthur C Clarke 


John Robbins approached the gleaming skyscraper that was New Worlds Exploration 
headquarters. On the outside it was a much needed American success story, overtaking 
all other space exploration organisations before it both government and private, including 
Space-X. Behind the scenes told a different story. At all meetings was LU Zhi. John 
judged her to be in her mid forties and she ruled those meetings with a rod of iron. 
Although he had been raised as an American he was also of Chinese origin. Not that that 
made a difference to LU Zhi. Either no one knew anything about her or no one was 
saying. What everyone had seemed to work out was that the headquarters was not the 
real headquarters and the New York presence was merely a publicity stunt. 


John was here on an internship, he had only just left his teens and soon he would be 
completing a double PhD in genetic engineering and computer programming. He had 
been given short notice of this meeting, as had everyone else. He got in the elevator and 
saw a few familiar faces. Judging by the look of them they knew about as much as he did, 
which was zilch. The lift opened for them to get out with ten minutes to spare. The idle 
conversation around the coffee machine were various participants trying to ascertain the 
surprise interruption to their schedules. They seated themselves around the table. 


Precisely on time Ms Zhi entered. "Ladies, Gentlemen | shall not keep you guessing as to 
why | have got you here at such short notice. | apologise John for not giving you a heads 
up on this but | am formally offering you the newly created position of Director of 
Astrobiology." She apologised, she never apologised. She smiled, she never smiled. John 
was taken aback. He collected himself. 


"| do feel honoured Ms Zhi for your overly generous interpretation of my abilities. 
Astrobiology is unique among the sciences as there is no certainty as to whether the 
subject matter exists.” 


"| can assure you that it does, specifically on Mars confirmed by complexity analysis of 
the Viking data of 1976 and magnetofossils in meteorite ALH84001. Furthermore one of 
our own spacecraft have retrieved live cells from the upper clouds of Venus - a world first 
and a corporate secret. Follow the missing carbon monoxide." 


John's heart leaped at the new knowledge. This was an incredible opportunity, a chance 
in a lifetime, "Subject to an agreement on remuneration, in principle | accept..." 


"Those negotiations will commence immediately after this meeting. Meanwhile | shall lay 
out my vision for our endeavours in this field. To date all gene patents are from this planet 
- a small speck of dust in the vast cosmos. In 1926 H.P Lovecraft wrote - and | quote: We 
live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black seas of infinity, and it was not 
meant that we should voyage far. Today ladies and gentlemen New World Exploration 
calls upon you to challenge that statement. Today we set sail on a mighty voyage of 
discovery, to lift the veil on the infinite and expand our minds to take in the vastness 
before us. To become as gods. The goal is not to find a rock at a great distance but to 
understand the life that we find where ever it can be found. How it has adapted and how it 
can help us and our machines adapt as we reach out for new territory. 


Recent studies suggest that within the grand scheme of the universe, intelligent life got off 
to an early start here on Earth. By an early start we are probably the only planet that has 
spawned a technological civilization in this, the Milky Way galaxy. Throughout history 
Kings and Emperors have fought for a tiny parcel of land on a pale blue dot, dwarfed as it 


orbits its mediocre star. | believe we are destined for a greater glory. With our early start 
comes an incredible responsibility. A responsibility to help life on its way. It is not noble to 
sit back for 3.7 billion years waiting for a planet to finally give rise to intelligent life. Our 
mission is to help the rest of the universe awaken into consciousness and give it 
direction, our direction. Our actions shall echo through the corridors of eternity, as will the 
reward and humanity's place in the cosmos. 


| conclude this meeting." 


The salary negotiations went well for John. While he realised the enormity of the task 
before him he considered the risk quite small. True, no one had ever done what he was 
tasked to set out to do, but then again no one would consider him a failure if he didn't 
succeed. He could always find a respectable career elsewhere if he couldn't pull off the 
"impossible". 


The biggest technical barrier he would face is the same one that the other scientists 
faced. Energy. While thorium reactors could supply enough energy for Mars, Earth had a 
lot of safe energy. Thorium was a lot safer than uranium, it could be buried and not last 
thousands of years. But for those first few decades it was just as dangerous. On Earth 
you can carry a log of wood touching your bare skin if needs be. Such convenience 
makes life far easier on Earth. When you need constant shielding from the world around 
you then life becomes difficult. Tradies take the opportunity to stand in the open air for 
granted, but how do you build a city while remaining constantly sheltered. 


Chapter 14 - Quiet Desperation 


Things had been going well for Tracy, that is until she was woken one night by the sound 
of an approaching truck. All of a sudden it got louder, much louder and she jumped out of 
bed just in time. The driver had obviously fallen asleep, had gone off the road and 
crashed clean through the house. The noise was deafening and before she knew it she 
was struggling to breath. She fumbled about in the dark, found some kind of cloth or 
clothing and held it to her mouth to filter out the dust. It was then that she noticed the dull 
pain in her right thigh. It continued to get worse. She put her hand on the pain, couldn't 
feel any cut and there was nothing sticking out. She must have been struck by some 
flying object. It was pitch black in her bedroom and she brought her panic under control. 
She had several headlamps dotted around the house in positions where she could find 
them in the dark by touch alone. Luckily one of them was in the bedroom on this side of 
the truck hanging off the hatstand in the corner. Within a few seconds she had found the 
hatstand and put the headlamp on. She couldn't see too clearly because of all the dust. 
However it was obvious that the truck was a wreck and there was no noise coming from 
inside. That was a bad sign. She couldn't see clearly enough to figure a way to get into 
the crushed cabin but she was starting to feel cold in her night attire and managed to get 
dressed while the dust cleared. It was a good thing she had baggy jeans because it was 
only just wide enough to accommodate her swollen leg. There was a penknife in her 
pocket so she could cut the fabric in case the swelling got any worse. 


Still no noise from the cabin and she couldn't find her phone to call for help. At least there 
was no smell of fuel. Then, in the distance, she could hear sirens approaching. Without 
thinking she put her weight on her right leg. She winced at the pain but her leg took the 
weight. No broken bones, that was a relief. She more or less hoped out of the house to 
try and flag down the sirens. It was a useless gesture but the sirens were approaching 
anyway. Within a few minutes they had arrived and the place was crawling with 
paramedics and police. They were waiting for the "jaws of life" to arrive to prise open the 
cabin. Tracy was given a quick appraisal and the police offered to take her to hospital as 
there was only one ambulance. Obviously there was nothing to be done here and her leg 
needed checking out to see just how bad it really was. "You could very easily go into 
shock ma'am" one of the men told her. "Yes, yes of course. I'll jump in". 


She was riding in with two police. How did you know about the accident she asked. The 
female officer, who was sitting in the back with her, answered. "Trucks these days are 
fitted with motion sensors. An extreme deceleration would have been detected and the 
gadgets do the rest, giving us the location automatically." It was good that Tracy was 
asking these questions. The officer kept the dialog going. "So you're sure there was no 
one else with you?" Tracy still had the presence of mind to recall Andy's instructions 
should the property ever come to the attention of the police for whatever reason. Don't lie, 
‘innocently’ mislead. "I'm an employee getting a permaculture set up started up. They are 
becoming quite popular these days." 


"Nothing illegal | hope?", it was a question that had to be asked. 


"Not that I'm aware of, but feel free to look and only take the most picturesque of photos, 
it will help me keep my job.", Tracy laughed. 


They would have a sniffer dog out there first thing in the morning. The emotional 
constitution of this woman was formidable. This wasn't the time to apply pressure, just in 
case she went into shock. To try later would be a useless gesture. If there was something 
out there the dog would pick it up. 


They arrived at the Jerramungup Health Centre soon enough and after being admitted 
Tracy said bid the officers farewell. It was a quiet night and she was assisted by Joyce, a 


middle aged nurse, to change into a hospital gown. About half an hour later Dr Thomas 
arrived. He was an elderly country GP, "Hello, what can we do for you" Tracy gave him 
the nights events and told him of the pain in her thigh. "Lets take a look and see how it 
is." He drew back the linen, "Well it'll take a few weeks for that bruise to finally go away. 
I'll just get you to flex your knee while | feel it to make sure that you have joint integrity. 
Now the hip, just move your leg up ... and back down. You've suffered a blunt impact 
resulting in soft tissue damage. I'll give you a pain killer for that." He was seeing a woman 
with top genetics who was keeping herself very healthy - a rare combination. 


"That's quite alright Doctor. If | can't feel the pain I'll start asking too much of it." 


"You've had quite a night. I'm more concerned about you psychologically than physically. 
Are you feeling jittery, fearful, anxious?" 


"I've had better nights. How is the truck driver." 


"Nothing official yet, because they still haven't got the cabin open, but they are fearing the 
worst." 


"Poor man, or was it a woman? I never did see." 


"I know less than you, I'm afraid. But this little chat is all about you, Tracy. We have a 
counselling service available and you're also allowed to be human. It's ok to cry you 
know." 


"Maybe | would cry if | weren't feeling so pissed off. I'd considered the possibility of a 
heavy vehicle accident, had a row with the boss in order to get bollards put into place and 
the suppliers sent me crap. | don't even know if | have a job left after this..." 


With perfect timing another female officer approached the bed. "Tracy Thorpe? your 
phone and some clothes from the cupboard which escaped the dust. When you're feeling 
up to it, sometime tomorrow perhaps we would like a statement from you. Just a formality 
for the paperwork." 


"Thank you. | have to phone my boss and find out if he can still afford to keep me on the 
payroll after this." 


"I'm sure he would want you to rest", the officer replied. 


After the doctor and the officer had left Joyce asked her if she would like a bed pan or 
crutches to go to the toilet. She opted for the crutches. 


Tracy woke to breakfast and was lucky enough to have two. Joyce told her that the driver 
had died and that a suicide note had been found and he had overdosed. Both women 
cried and hugged each other. She then discharged herself and called Andy. "I'm just on 
my way to the cop shop, they want a statement from me. Walking on this leg is uhhrg. 
Fuck this shit, I'm calling a taxi. Do | still have a job after this set back." 


"Well none of this is your fault, as long as you're OK that's all I'm worried about." 
"| mean can you still afford to keep me on the payroll.” 


Time to put the business hat back on, thought Andy. "Financially its not the problem it 
looks. At least not for us. They cheap skated on the bollards, thinking they'd never be 
needed. | can get a forensic metallurgist out there to confirm that. Then we sue the arse 
out of the building company and find new builders and then get you back out there as 
soon as we can. I'd like you back in Albany for a few weeks to recharge and pull yourself 
together for attempt number 2." 


"Sounds like a good plan." 


"I'll send ... who shall it be ... Adrian to pick you up. He'll get a photo of you. He's one of 
our graduate lawyers. I'll text you his mobile and you can arrange a meeting place. His 
wearing his pin stripped tux today." 


"Thanks Andy". She dialed the taxi which took her to the police station. That went 
smoothly enough. Obviously the sniffer dog had not found anything illegal, except what 
was in the trucks cabin. No mention of the excessive fertilizer on site. Afterwards she felt 
too lazy to be calling a taxi again. She limped to a cafe and sms'ed Adrian her 
coordinates. She was keeping her fluid intake high as per Doctors orders. Just after lunch 
Adrian walked through the door. Fuck is that the wimp that got sent to rescue me. She 
checked herself, where did that come from? He sat down and they made their 
introductions. He was to commence legal proceedings he excitedly told her. It was a first 
for him. "Well it's always a good thing when a boss has faith in you. Did you want to have 
a bite of something and afterward we can swing around to 'Andy's Ark’, that's what I call it 
by the way, So you can see exactly what it is that you're suing over." 


"| was given specific instructions to take you straight back." 


Well whoppi-do-dah. I've almost been totaled by a truck, my leg is killing me, my 
permaculture project has been put back by months but I'm still expected to worry about 
specific fucking instructions... she checked herself again. "Yeah | can imagine how the 
conversation went, damsel in distress and all that. But the company has got a sizeable 
asset out there and I'm going to be sore no matter where | am. So lets just say that I've 
got a load of personal stuff to collect, including records that Andy considers confidential, 
and while | kept you waiting you had plenty of time to go over everything." 


Adrian nodded, "Yeah, | can go along with that." 


They both got up and for a split second he couldn't quite hide the fact that he was 
uncomfortable about her extra height. It didn't go unnoticed. If they're going to send a 
short arse could they at least have the decency to send one that's going to fantasise 
about being thrown around the bedroom. Tracy found this thought incredibly funny and it 
was all she could do to keep a straight face. Was this the start of the shock the doctor 
was referring to, the swinging of the emotions? Well if she was in for a rough ride its best 
that it happen out of town. They got in the ute and headed to the farm. 


The trip was uneventful enough, until they got to the dirt track. They passed the gap 
where the truck had ripped through the shed, going down hill towards what remained of 
the house. "Whoa, it really got totaled", exclaimed Adrian. 


"Ah, shit that last bump hurt my leg”. 


"Do you want me to kiss it better for you.", it was an out of character comment made on 
autopilot and a second later his usual inhibitions kicked in. He felt awkward, he looked 
awkward and something dark within Tracy seized on that. She felt a wave of calm 
superiority come over her. 


"Oh try not to trouble yourself about that. I've still got enough strength left in my legs to 
snap your pencil neck." THIS WAS NOT HER!!! 


More awkwardness he blushed deeply. "I don't know. I'm sorry, | guess what | said was ... 
expected." 


Then she felt something stir within her, something she couldn't hold back. A nervous dark 
rage. "And you're just so good at meeting peoples wonderful fucking expectations aren't 


you. Stop the ute - NOW!!", she yelled. 


The ute was only metres away from its final destination but he stopped right there. What 
she let out was too powerful to be a scream. It was a primal roar of suppressed rage and 
terror. She then burst into tears and cried herself out. After sometime Adrian felt it was 
safe to get out. He checked his mobile. Optus, out of range, fuck. This woman was in 
some kind of shock and he didn't know what to do or how much more of this he could 
take before he went off the deep end himself. She should have stayed in hospital another 
day and he should have come up tomorrow. Bit late now. 


"I am sooo sorry Adrian. | have been a total bitch to you. None if this shit has anything to 
do with you. | mean look at that house, look at it! That could have been me in there and | 
tried to shrug it off and all of a sudden it just hit me. I'm lucky to be alive and all | can do is 
be a fucking cow to you." 


Adrian knew what he had to do. He had to stay calm and ride this out. He had to stay 
calm - to be inhuman so someone else could be human. Again. He was always the one 
that had to carry the burden of everyone's sins. Christs job but he was only a man. What 
he had just witnessed had been buried deep within his psyche since he was a young 
child. When was he going to have his turn to let it all out. Would he ever get the chance? 
Or would he take his hate to the grave after leading a life of quiet desperation? 


Chapter 15 - Secrets 


After making it up to him they arrived back in Albany and went their separate ways. Tracy 
briefed Andy on the situation and was more than glad when he confirmed that his plan 
remained unchanged. He would sue the old building company and get the whole project 
back up and running. Meanwhile he gave her two weeks recuperation leave with full pay - 
which was an unexpected bonus! Andy also told her to see a counsellor - paid for by the 
company. 


A few days later she was at Maccas, starting to feel a little bit bored and wanting to get 
back to work. However her counsellor had warned her against it, otherwise she could go 
off the deep end again in the event of unexpected stresses. Then, quite to her surprise, 
she saw Imogen walking up to her. The strange girl in the nut house: duh. Well, now was 
her test, all she had to do was keep calm. She would let Imogen make the first move. 


"Hello sweetie. Hows the truckin’ life?" 


"Well if you know about that, then you doubtless know a few more details. Shall we get to 
the point, dear." 


"My dad owns a building company and | would like an introduction with Andy." 


"Well I'll give you marks for opportunism, but | think he's got the situation under control 
thank you", Tracy replied conclusively. 


"| know this is a rather minor technical point of the project but how is the BNF compost 
coming along with the Acacia saligna instead of the Tagasaste? Not that I'm particularly 
desperate to know, but I'd rather ask you than ask Andy, knowing what he is like with 
confidentiality." 


Now she had Tracy's full concentration. A biologically nitrogen fixing compost, or BNF 
compost for short, was to use a leguminous plant to help supply nitrogen to low grade 
organic waste within its vicinity. This helped lots and lots of bugs to grow which chickens 
could forage for. The fact that it worked with a Tagasaste was good enough. However the 
Acacia saligna, being native to Australia, was far less likely to be declared a weed and so 
there was a legal risk aspect to the experiment. Andy had never sent her an email about 
it, either in the body or as an attachment. Andy must have told her or told someone else. 
If Andy had told Imogen then this was obviously a test. If he had told someone else then 
there was a leak in the organisation. Either way she felt it best to tell Andy exactly how 
this conversation went and hope that Andy could remember telling the other person. If 
she didn't tell Andy then as time went by he would be more likely to forget who he had 
told. Also if he ever learned about today from anyone else then he would know she had 
been keeping things from him. "OK, that sounds reasonable. Your contact details?" 


Imogen finished off, "If | viewed you as my enemy | could have just told Andy straight up 
what | knew about the place. While you may see that as a red herring now, keep it in 
mind. Ciao." 


Andy sat down slowly. The fact that the secret got out was far more important than the 
secret itself, at least as far as the tree was concerned. But the project as a whole was 
pretty damn secret and if these two girls were in collusion then why would he be hearing 
about this. His knee jerk reaction was to fire Tracy and tell this other girl to fuck off if she 
ever turned up at the front door. But his gut instinct told him that Tracy was playing this 
straight. "As a matter of fact it was a spur of the moment thought. | haven't told anyone 
about it other than yourself." 


Tracy was confused, and it showed. "But how can that be. | thought this was some kind of 
test you laid out for me?" 


He caught the look in her eyes. He needed to get to the bottom of this before he did 
anything rash. Was the house bugged?, was his mobiles microphone hacked? If he was 
going to have any kind of confidentiality he needed to find out how, the process of this 
leak. "No, it wasn't. We are going to have to arrange a meeting to get the full story. Give 
her full hospitality when you meet her. If someone's going to get shitty with this bitch it's 
going to be me." 


Chapter 16 - The Best Laid Plans 


John was still settling into his new role at New Worlds Exploration. He had a good team. 
They knew their stuff and they got along, which was a godsend. He had briefings from all 
of them except Trevor. His was one of the hardest sub projects for the habitation on Mars. 
Trevor speciality was also computational biology. "Ok Trevor what've you got for me" 


"Astronaut faeces is the LUCA, the Last Universal Common Ancestor for the E. coli 
strains on Mars, because it's so easy to produce.." he lowered his voice "... especially 
after Simon has downed a few burgers too many." referring to their gluttonous colleague. 
His voice returned to normal. "So we take this E. coli and we modify it to perform the 
particular task at hand. The latest success story is EC485A. This measures the 
atmosphere in the enclosure. If their is too much carbon dioxide it starts fixing this to 
produce chitin fibres which is used for light construction or if there's too much oxygen is 
starts munching its way through the chitin to burn up the oxygen." 


"OK, lets back up here a second. You've got this LUCA E. coli, how are you going to get 
that transformed into the strain you want?" 


"We have a base virus, which can be breed in the base E. coli. By itself all that you get is 
more viruses, SO we don't run out of them either. Now you can take one individual virus 
and mutate it in a predetermined fashion with a computer controlled ultraviolet laser. 
When this modified virus infects the E. coli it mutates the E. coli to have the properties 
that we have designed. A mutation to cause a mutation. We can take all the strains we 
think we are going to need with us and multiply each strain to whatever quantities we 
desire when we get to Mars or where ever. However from time to time we are going to 
have to create completely new strains or by reason of accident recreate existing strains of 
viruses from scratch. Once I've got the refinements in the computer controlled ultraviolet 
laser done it will be a lot smaller and the mission can take it with them. It takes very little 
energy to mutate a single virus." 


"So what kind of expertise is needed with the mission to operate this machine? | mean 
some of these missions are going to start off small. We can't have an expert for every 
facet of technology.", queried John. 


"That's the good bit. The mutations can be pre programmed into the machine and the 
user selects which program to run to replace a lost virus. Even better additional programs 
can be uploaded via comms from Earth or another colony and once uploaded the new 
program can be run just as easily and voila - you have your new strain of E coli. The 
machine even has its own web server so | can control all aspects of it through my 
Android. So getting back to EC485A, it can be behind clear plastic panelling forming part 
of the decor and if the internal atmosphere drifts out of predetermined parameters, due to 
the bacteria being unable to maintain it, then the bacteria will change colour. So instead 
of having electronic sensors the bacteria itself is a colour coded sensor to the crew." 


John was deeply impressed by this man. Just then LU Zhi walked into the room and 
asked John for a word in private. The both went to LU's office and closed the door. This 
was the most secure room in the building, possibly more so than the Situation Room of 
the Whitehouse. There was only one way anything could leave this room and that was 
through Lü Zhi personally. "How are you finding this", she asked simply. 


John took a deep breath. "You have come further than many would have imagined 
possible and it is with such progress that one is able to perceive the true enormity of the 
task before us. However | don't think the domes on the surface of Mars are a good idea. 
They are too vulnerable on the surface and it is more difficult to protect the colonists from 
radiation. Also the mind boggles at the threat of colonial terrorism. Blow a hole in the 


dome and you have a disaster. A bomb proof dome would take far too much energy to 
produce." 


"Your points are valid, but do you have an alternative." 


"We can construct our own underground caverns. As you know Mars has lots of salty 
water. By passing an electric current it is possible to precipitate calcium carbonate, or 
limestone, from the salty water to construct underground caves. Biorock International is 
already ahead of us in this area, they specialise in reconstructing coral reefs. If we could 
get them on board?" 


"| can guarantee you access to their knowledge when you consider it necessary, through 
undisclosed methods if need be. How are you going to determine the shape of the 
caverns?" 


"| was thinking something along the lines of swarms of nanobots with the shape of the 
cavern programmed into them. The problems are of course the size of the nanobots and 
the porosity of the regolith for the nanobots to crawl in between and what density of them 
are needed for a timely precipitation." 


"Regolith?" 
"The dust, sand, earth, rocks - the dirt of Mars" 


"Research shall continue with the domes until you can prove the viability of caverns. | 
want your methods to produce a functioning cavern 5 metres under the surface of the 
Atacama desert before research on the domes stops. Sure your criticism of them is sound 
but you need an alternative that is sound as well." Her voice became more cold and 
harsh than usual, it sent a chill down his spine. "Tell me what do you know of EC666HC", 
she asked. 


He felt of quick wave of panic shoot through him, but he forced himself to stay calm. "I'm 
sorry. This is completely new to me." 


"Good, that is the answer | wanted to hear. Only Trevor, yourself and | know about it and 
Trevor was told to keep it from you. If you had of known about it would have been instant 
dismissal to Trevor. Any study of world history will show that people in different places of 
the world lived in different environments with different opportunities and threats. This in 
turn caused them to develop different systems of morality and values, at times 
incompatible with each other resulting in war. 


The colonists, whether on Mars, Europa or anywhere else, will be living in extremely 
different and bizarre environments to what you and | are accustomed to. So far this is 
very easy to intellectualise and forget about. Bigger differences in environment means we 
and them are at logger heads more often, an unpleasant but easy conclusion and you file 
it away and think you'll cross that bridge when you get there. 


Allow me to give you a practical concrete example. Cadaver disposal. In the West you 
guys have these fancy funerals followed by either energy guzzling cremation or a space 
wasting burial. Both methods disrespect the value of nutrients. In Tibet they have what is 
known as sky burials. The cadaver is left on the mountain side and the flesh is eaten by 
scavenging birds. This is perceived as a final act of generosity by the deceased since his 
dead body is providing sustenance to living beings. Has Evelyn shared her thoughts with 
you on chickens in space?" 


The phrase ‘chickens in space’ sounded like something from a B grade comedy movie, 
but he could tell from the expression on her face that she was being perfectly serious. 
"Evelyn's work, by itself, does not justify the cost of transporting these creatures but there 


are other far more important reasons for their presence which we can discuss later. 
However since the chickens will be there already they are to be used in cadaver disposal. 
First the body is put on a conveyor belt leading from the funeral ceremony to the 
laceration machine. This makes it easy for the Australorp chickens to eat. These are both 
good meat and egg producers. In large colonies people will be dying from a number of 
causes on a steady and predicable basis, just like they do on Earth. The number of 
chickens required can be matched to the human population so that the flesh can be eaten 
before it starts to rot." 


Johns mind was reeling from this, but he forced himself to think. "Ok, so the chickens get 
the nutrients from the flesh what about the chicken manure and the bones. Will hyena's 
be used to crush them?" 


Lü Zhi held her hands in front of her parallel to each other. "Think of each hand as a thin 
sheet of fungi grown chitin being used in the construction of a wall. The bones, both 
human and chicken, along with the hair and feathers will be used as packing for the 
inside of the walls. On top of this is poured sand and a nutrient solution for calcium 
carbonate precipitating bacteria to solidify. The result is a wall far stronger than Gyprock 
with an extremely low energy cost. To give you a precedent the Great Wall of China used 
cadavers as part of its packing.” 


"Have you factored in the loss of bone density since Mars' gravity is only 38% of Earths?" 
"Of course" 
"And the chicken manure what about that?" 


"There has been discovered, in all kinds of environments on Earth, bacteria which can 
use electricity directly as an energy source. Since Mars' atmosphere is mainly carbon 
dioxide the bacteria can fix this out of the air to produce polysaccharides. These carbon 
rich bacteria will consume the manure for the mineral content. Earthworms consume the 
bacteria and the chickens consume the earthworms and everything gets recycled. Excess 
bacteria can be used in vermiponics to grow plants. Not only will the bacteria be 
consuming the chicken manure but also the human sewage. The energy to produce the 
electricity will come from thorium nuclear reactors. This will also supply energy for the 
lighting for the plants." 


"Have you tested the earthworms on these electricity powered microbes?" 


"There have been problems, of which solutions have been found, but chickens have 
evolved to configure the surrounding decomposing bacteria to be just right for plant 
growth. This is good news for the chickens since in the long term they are dependant on 
vegetation to rot down. Its also good news for the earthworms and the vegetables we are 
going to grow. This brings us to the real reason why we will be taking the chickens with 
us. In the distant future when we colonise an earth like planet populated with its own 
creatures we may well choose to reconfigure its ecosystems to be more compatible with 
Earths to a degree of our choosing. Chickens can do this from the ground up, by re- 
configuring the bacteria to be friendly to Earths organisms. All ecosystems flow from their 
bacteria." 


"By then we will have all our problems of colonising barren planets figured out down pat. 
What would be the point?" 


"Power. As their ecosystems move away from supporting them towards supporting us we 
create amongst them scarcity. Once these stupid innocent birds have established 
themselves our food producing plants will out compete their food producing plants. Our 
animals that in turn feed from them will out compete their animals. Once we have scarcity 
exploitation is possible. Once we have exploitation the campaign can begin to turna 


profit. Thousands of years ago Sun Tzu wrote The Art of War. In it he says supreme 
excellence consists in breaking the enemy's resistance without fighting.” 


"| have heard", said John, "that the European earthworms are invading the North 
American forests and advancing at the rate of 5 metres per year. During the last ice age 
all native worms were killed by the ice and the forest adapted without them. So there are 
plenty of ecologically important species which rely on slowly decaying leaf litter. The 
earthworms move in and speed up the decomposition of the leaf litter and so the native 
critters are deprived of that leaf energy and so they die out. The forest is beginning to 
suffer and indigenous species are on the decline. However the diversity of European 
species is being increased due to the activities of the earthworm." 


"This is well known", LU Zhi continued. "The earthworms, of course, have never made a 
conscious decision to do this, its also true that if you put the earthworm in the octogen 
facing many of the creatures it is threatening the worm wouldn't stand a chance. The 
worm is winning because it is changing the bacteria and everything in the ecosystem is 
dependent on the bacteria." 


"But what if the Aliens we are trying to conquer manage to figure this shit out. | mean look 
at it from their perspective, we are aliens who have figured this out!" 


"Once again we look to Europe for guidance. We are a hierarchical species because of 
our ability to learn stupidity." She caught a glimmer of confusion in John's eye. "It goes by 
the more common name of political correctness. Anyone who opposes us will be called a 
racist." 


Hoskins faced his class for history. “Ancient history is, unfortunately, a lot of speculation 
based on very little evidence. There are several problems with any kind of history. They 
are: 


1. History is written by victors 

2. Censorship 

3. Personal bias of the historian 

4. Rumours rather than facts are written down 

5. No one really knows at the time and fills in the gaps with their imagination 


So what | want to discuss in class today is how do you, personally, think civilization got 
started. Felicity." 


"They think that 80% of food came from women collecting roots and berries rather than 
men hunting." 


"That possibly explains day to day living in the stone age but it doesn't explain the jump to 
civilization.", Jenkins answered. 


Stevens responded. "It was agriculture. People learned to grow wheat and grains which 
freed up the population to do other things like building.” 


"The beginning of agriculture caused a 5cm drop in the height of adults and annual crops 
are more variable and lower in their yield than food forests. It was not advantages to 
those practicing it. In fact many ancient monuments like Göbekli Tepe pre date agriculture 
by a thousand years." 


"Keep going Jenkins." 
"For optimum neurological development the human brain needs certain minerals at 


certain stages of development or intelligence is permanently damaged. Since the jump to 
society would have required a whole range of new problems to be solved then the 


population undergoing this process must have had plenty of minerals at the time. Iron and 
iodine are two important ones. There are quite a few countries in the third world that are 
lacking minerals, which is why they are third world. 


While its easy for us to buy iron pills and iodised salt, this would have been harder in the 
stone age. If you're close to the sea then you're OK because there are plenty of minerals 
there in the fish, including shellfish. At this time most women would have been pregnant 
for most of the time and wouldn't have been nimble on their feet when it comes to 
avoiding unexpected waves on slippery rocks. So getting the seafood would likely have 
been men." 


Daniel continued, "Away from the ocean things get more interesting. Elephants are highly 
intelligent and they use their tusks to scrap salts from rocks. However we are not as 
strong. However essential minerals bioaccumulate up the food chain. So if you have 
grazing animals which spend their lives collecting minerals and you subsequently hunt 
those animals you can access their minerals. If you are hunting migratory animals then 
they are collecting minerals over a very large area. You bring the kill back to the women 
and children. Everyone pees and drops turds which fertilize the berries - and yes boys 
and girls the roots as well. So the minerals stay within the tribe and the members reach 
full physical and mental potential." 


Imogen picked up the thread, "So there would have been disputes over prime land since 
migrating animals follow the same path predictably and makes such tasty food. Since 
those getting the meat would have been the strongest and smartest they would have, 
after several territorial disputes, sought a long term solution against the incursions. The 
logical step would have to enslave the surrounding population, burden them with the work 
that comes with maintaining annual crops while the crops themselves keep them stunted 
and stupid. Also the chopping down of trees and replacing them with annual crops means 
you can keep an eye on the serfs." 


"So", asked Hopkins, "you have this controlling tribe as the elites subduing those around 
them. Building the occasional monument and sitting pretty. It's still not civilisation yet. 
What drove the technology?" 


"Mainly social signalling", Imogen answered, "vain powerful women like delicate detailed 
clothing and jewelry. Their powerful men would have the authority to dedicate large 
resources and man power to develop the technology to make this possible. Once each 
new trend becomes common the women begin to apply pressure to rachet up the 
technology. That's it Sir. Hunting men and vain women built this world. The slaves were 
cast out of the food forests, aka the Garden of Eden, to work by the sweat of their brow. 
The ruling tribe would then have become priests to the other tribes, load them up with 
guilt, tell them its all part of God's plan and bingo there's your civilisation." 


"This is good speculation class, the best I've heard. Your homework this week is to 
research any article that support or refute this hypothesis, alternatively you can come up 
with your own hypothesis, providing it's just as plausible. Dismissed." 


Chapter 17 - Fat Lewis' Watch 


The doorbell rang precisely on time and Andy motioned for Tracy to get it. Andy had 
installed a microphone in the door frame to see if he could hear any give away whispers 
between these two. Tracy opened the door. "Hello, come into the lounge. I'll announce 
your presence to Mr Corbin who will be with you shortly." It was a formality designed to 
intimidate a school girl, which it didn't. "I'm sure Andy will only be too eager to put his 
paranoia to rest so he can get on with a more productive dialog.” 


Fuck it, thought Andy. Hit her hard and fast. He came to the lounge immediately. Tracy 
did a quick introduction, Imogen offered her hand, which Andy shook and all three were 
seated. Andy had to remind himself that he was dealing with a minor and so couldn't 
make things too heavy. "Imogen, | run several businesses and confidentiality is a big deal 
to me. Tracy has told me that you knew of the Acacia saligna experiment on my 
homestead. While the experiment itself is not such a big deal privacy wise, the fact that it 
leaked and | don't know how it leaked is. Before we can discuss any involvement with 
your father's business, | need a plausible explanation as to how you came by that 
information." 


Imogen smiled casually. "Plausible is the key word here. What if | told you that you were 
the one that stole Fat Lewis' watch. It was a Rolex | believe." 


Andy couldn't believe what he was hearing. In late primary school Fat Lewis was calling 
him names, he was also a boastful child who brought in his fathers Rolex to school. Andy 
got his revenge by stealing the watch. It was a big deal at the time, the local police were 
called in who gave a talk to the class about the wrongness of stealing. However Andy 
was never caught, he had hidden the watch in the contents of a vegemite jar and placed 
it in the bin. That week the garbage truck came on time and that was the end of it. He had 
never told a soul about it. No one saw. He had never written of the experience. No one 
knew. No one could have known. Until now. He brought Tracy up to speed about the 
incident. You're exonerated he concluded. 


"Will you kindly tell me how you know about this?" 


"Search your own mind Andy. Clearly | didn't find out by any ordinary means. It's by 
biological information leakage. Nothing supernatural, no magic, no crystals or earth fields 
or any shit like that. Just unusual biology. That is unusual biology at my end, not yours. 
You don't have to worry about losing information to everyone. Some quick biology 101 for 
you. You, and everyone else in the world, are not just a collection of human cells. You are 
an ecosystem of human, bacteria, viruses and fungi. Whatever | say about you applies to 
everyone else. Information doesn't just stop in your brain. There is no barrier to prevent it 
from moving about in your body. In fact organ transplantees often have the memories / 
likes / dislikes of their donor. In truth information also travels to the bacterial cells and you 
leave your bacterial fingerprints everywhere. Put simply | have the ability to listen in. | am 
not unique but like those who can touch an object and know a story behind it." 


It's the kind of explanation he would have dismissed instantly had she not known about 
Fat Lewis. No one else knew about that. He had a simple choice believe the new age 
bullshit or believe the bacteria bullshit. If he couldn't keep the watch from her then what 
could he keep from her, probably nothing and nor could anyone else. He sensed his 
vulnerability. "Lets just say at this stage, Imogen, that | will be considering your 
explanation for quite sometime. In the meantime what are you seeking for your father." 


"My father, Roger, is a hard working man who takes pride in putting bread and butter on 
the table. | have recently begun working behind the scenes to covertly expand his 
Opportunities. | do not wish him to know of my abilities. An approach from you to repair 


the homestead would be most welcome. Oh by the way, while on the subject of 
expanding opportunities there have been recent scientific articles which dispute the 
United Nations publications that tannins reduce the digestibility of fodder. In fact in 
moderate amounts its the reverse. So you have all these farmers out there not following 
the obvious path to productivity because of authoritarian bullshit. It's a good bit of news 
for your Acacia saligna as it gives you the upper hand in acquiring marginal land and 
making big bucks. | shall get Daniel, a friend of mine, to email you the link to the article." 


To say Andy felt unsettled about this was an understatement. What did a school girl know 
about builders. Then again what did he. He only got onto Sillix Constructions because he 
overhead a conversation at one of the office parties, by someone who also wouldn't know 
a good builder from a bad one. Andy liked to deal with facts. The only other way that 
Imogen could have known about Fat Lewis' watch was if he had spoken about it in his 
sleep and someone had overheard him and told Imogen. Yeah, right? That sounded just 
as bad as the information leakage stuff. But the fact was Imogen could get her hands on 
difficult to find information. That could make her a very useful member of the team ina 
couple of years. What was she asking for really? One unknown builder in preference for 
another unknown builder. Fuck it ... Go with it. 


Chapter 18 - A One Girl Server 


Tracy was feeling much more relaxed, not only was Andy trusting her again but it was 
obvious that she was no longer a target for Imogen. Even better Andy had put them on 
the same team. While Tracy still did not trust her completely, if she did do something 
underhanded then it was Andy's decision to involve her in any projects. That was good 
enough, damn it. 


Her mobile buzzed: B4 U go C me. It was from Imogen, there was 2 days before she left 
for Jerramungup. Tracy dialed. "Hey, what's up?" "If you're feeling totally de-stressed, I've 
got a comms solution for you when you're at the homestead.” "Whatever it is it will have 
to go by Andy first." "Who will want to know if you're happy with it." "Is now a good time?". 
"Surely is, meet me at Dad's workshop. Definitely after 5. Say 5:15" 


Christine didn't do much overtime these days and had already left when Tracy arrived. 
"Ok, assume | know nothing, how is this going to give me an easier day?" 


"This is about you and occasionally others putting useful information in and Andy and 
yourself getting useful information out. So at the moment you're communicating via email 
with password protected zip files. If you want to know about 1 thing, like the tagasaste or 
the chickens then you're OK. But if you want to know about how the tagasaste and the 
chickens interact then you have to start trawling through heaps of documents. So what 
you're doing is creating a permaculture system whose key to success lies in the 
synergies of different elements and storing your experiences and knowledge in separate 
pigeon holes. Once you're gone a whole lot of hard earned experience goes with you. | 
offer you a chance to leave a valuable legacy." 


"What do | have to do differently?" 


"Forget emails, word processors and zipping. Corvine Projects is a set of scripts which 
work through your browser, meaning you can access it on a wide variety of devices. You 
type in what you have done and what you plan to do, assign it to one or more projects 
and give it a level of importance. So Andy wants to only know of the breakthroughs, the 
intractable problems, the unexpected surprises good or bad. They're the posts that get 
the high level of importance. You're focused on the day to day, the weather, checking up 
on the chickens, the hardware store being out of stock, stuff like that. They get a less 
important posting because in the long term it doesn't matter. 


Lets say, | dunno, that you want to feed earthworms to your fish. When you confirm that 
fish do indeed eat earthworms then that's something Andy will want to see, it gets high 
importance. As you start to feed them each day you will give those posts a lower 
importance. Each of these posts gets recorded against earthworms and fish. The cool 
thing is that you can search for only those posts that have fish and earthworms tagged 
against. This gets pulled out in a report, which once again you can read on your browser." 


"So | can type my shit up on a laptop and Andy and | can view independently on our 
mobiles, or whatever." 


"Exactly." 


Imogen showed Tracy how to drive the software. It all seemed straight forward enough, 
but remembering it all. "Hey have you a manual for this." "Sure have. If you record what 
you do each day, which is already habit for you then you'll be making posts on auto-pilot. 
Once set up User and Department Maintenance is a once is a blue moon activity and I'll 
give you a video for Project Maintenance." 


"Ok, if this is reliable over a mobile phone USB modem how do | get this working on my 
homestead laptop?" 


"That's the question I've been waiting for. When all has been set up Daniel will give you a 
web address.” 


"How pricey is the hardware?" 

Imogen shrugged her shoulders, "Well usually nothing because most people have some 
kind of server hardware anyway. But if you're going to go standalone then a Raspberry Pi 
will do the trick quite nicely." 

"What the hell is one of them?" 

"It's a little credit card sized computer runs Debian Linux. More than capable for a couple 
of people entering text and uploading a few photos to. | think it could cope with a couple 
of hundred users easily, by which time you won't be worried about the cost of the 
upgrade. So yeah, $200 tops." 


"Well Imogen from where I'm standing it's good to go. It's Andy's call though." 


Chapter 19 - Chariots Of The Humans 


John had been tasked by LU Zhi to investigate not necessarily how civilisation got going 
but to produce a list of different possible scenarios that realistically could have arisen. He 
hadn't conducted the research himself, he had staff for that. But it was his job to 
understand their reports. When such planets were discovered that were in a pre-civilised 
state with a promising candidate species then it would be determined by astro- 
sociologists which civilisation scenario the planet was closest to. Then they could be 
nudged in that direction and the resultant wealth would be taxed by the priesthood, aka 
New Worlds Exploration. 


John cleared his throat as he began. "Contrary to what the nature programs will tell you, 
Earth is not ideal for life. We have, for example, the Atacama desert and several other 
natural deserts where there is a paucity of life. We have the North and especially the 
South Pole where the temperatures are significantly below the optimum. There is a 
general lack of iron in the southern ocean. There are many large areas of land which lack 
the necessary trace elements for optimum neurological development. 


It's worth noting that in order for a civilisation to reach for the stars it has to be able to 
concentrate resources which are deployed by the chosen few - the elites. For this a 
civilisation needs to have the haves and have nots. How does a species achieve this 
discrepancy of ability, rank and opportunity from the one genome? If you had a super 
abundant planet where every part of it was the perfect place to be then there would be no 
prime real estate to fight over since the concept is relative. So such a planet may produce 
a species more advanced than our own but without fighting, without the taking of 
resources from one area to another there can be no concentration of resources 
necessary to reach for the stars. 


Indeed here on Earth there are plenty of examples where a conquering force has reduced 
abundance to keep the masses dependent on the very system that is exploiting them. 
The cutting down of rainforests to destroy peoples food base so they can be coerced into 
slave labour in mega factories. The use of polished rice in the Philippines, causing berri- 
berri, the genetic degradation of pet breeds over the last century or so so that the vets 
can earn more money. The dumbing down of education for the masses, incorrect dietary 
advice undermining the health of millions, the classification of extremely tough plants and 
animals that could have fed billions into weeds and pests, affirmative action and childrens 
television. Fear of sunlight so serotonin and vitamin D levels drop resulting in mental and 
physical illness. | could go on." 


"Excuse me, | can't see the connection between affirmative action and producing a more 
hierarchical society. It seems to be the opposite." 


John replied. "Under communism in Eastern Europe and the Soviet Union people were 
guaranteed a job. Because of that they didn't have to think, they didn't have to improve 
processes because their livelinood was provided by state law. The result was economic 
stagnation eventually followed by collapse. Affirmative action is similar, you are givena 
position because the state says so. In short you are given the right to be stupid. 


In addition to the above we have psychological tendencies which result in hierarchy. We 
abase ourselves in order to have the hero's we crave. Our intelligence evolved just a little 
too quickly for our own good. In order to have a large brain size in adulthood our bodies 
have become neotenized..." A look on confusion went around the room. "Neoteny is the 
retention of child like features into adult hood and is well documented among humans, at 
least physically. Even in adulthood we have this yearning for a father and mother figure. 
This in turn creates more hierarchy." 


"In short ladies and gentlemen", interrupted LU Zhi, "powerful companies, government 
and mainstream religion offer a service to humanity in giving them the kind of emotional 
security and fantasy world that they demand from us. We offer the world order. Continue 
John." 


"Possible ways a civilisation could have arisen on Earth is, firstly coastal. The richness of 
seafood makes coastal areas prime real estate. This can be fought over and due to the 
positive reinforcement of the victors, that is the rich food enables them to reach their 
genetic potential, a hierarchy develops. The same is true along the path of migratory 
animals. Their natural habits and biology of the animals allow for the collection of 
minerals from a large area. Fire allows the minerals in the bones to be returned to the 
local soil of the tribe. 


Ms Zhi is the expert on the next scenario." 


She took the floor and google maps flashed on to the display. "Allow me to introduce to 
you Mt Hermon which sits on the Syrian / Lebanese border. To start at the beginning, 
some of you may have heard of the Book of Enoch. This was a religious text that wasn't 
included in the bible as the Council of Nicea rejected it. Briefly the Book of Enoch 
describes 200 angels who descend from Heaven and come to the Earth via Mt Hermon. | 
quote from chapter 8: 


And Azazel taught men to make swords, and knives, and shields, and breastplates, 
and made known to them the metals of the earth and the art of working them, and 
bracelets, and ornaments, and the use of antimony, and the beautifying of the 
eyelids, and all kinds of costly stones, and all colouring tinctures. And there arose 
much godlessness, and they committed fornication, and they were led astray, and 
became corrupt in all their ways. Semjaza taught enchantments, and root-cuttings, 
‘Armaros the resolving of enchantments, Baragijal (taught) astrology, Kokabel the 
constellations, Ezeqeel the knowledge of the clouds, Aragiel the signs of the earth, 
Shamsiel the signs of the sun, and Sariel the course of the moon. 


The Israelites had come into contact with a few people who were technologically 
advanced. The phrase metals of the earth hints of progression beyond the Bronze Age. 
Furthermore in Chapter 51 it states: 


And that angel of peace answered me, saying, Wait but a short time, and thou shalt 
understand, and every secret thing shall be revealed to thee, which the Lord of spirits 
has decreed. Those mountains which thou hast seen, the mountain of iron, the 
mountain of copper, the mountain of silver, the mountain of gold, the mountain of fluid 
metal, and the mountain of lead, all these in the presence of the Elect One shall be 
like a honeycomb before the fire, and like water descending from above upon these 
mountains; and shall become debilitated before his feet. 


This describes a time before Noah, who lived 3,500 BC. The European Iron Age did not 
start until 1,200 BC. They were over 2,000 years in advance and it wasn't just in one 
direction, they were advanced in multiple directions." 


Simon queried, "But the geography surrounding Mt Hermon is quite compact, which does 
not lend itself to an isolated community and is Mt Hermon big enough to avoid 
inbreeding?" 


"Good questions Simon and | am getting to them. First we have to come up with a 
plausible way Mt Hermon could have sustained a population. At 2,814 metres Mt Hermon 
is capped in ice. This ice expands and contracts with the seasons, which in turn grinds 
the minerals out of rock giving rise to mineral rich water. Furthermore there was far 
greater tree cover in those days. So lets say in times long gone by, around the time of the 


stone age they were hunting animals for food on Mt Hermon. The animals would learn to 
avoid the scent of humans. How do you reduce your scent? you compost your waste. If 
done right, for scent reduction, its more effective than a flush toilet. What do you need to 
compost - leaf litter and there were plenty of cedar trees to provide it. What is leaf litter, 
energy captured by the sun. So the humans drink mineral rich water, have mineral rich 
waste and in the composting process bring minerals and energy together. This produces 
lots of critters and in older composts, where the human waste has been fully assimilated, 
there is no smell and no disease. The most plentiful critters are going to be earthworms, 
snails and slugs. Throw in some acute extreme hunger, or the sport of a humiliated 
prisoner and very quickly you discover that these things are highly nutritious food. 


Once this step is discovered it is a matter of finding withholding periods and that urine 
would have a shorter withholding period than feces. In addition composting produces a 
certain amount of heat. Since these composts would be added to bit by bit then they 
would have been cold composting rather than hot composting. All the same these cold 
composts would have generated enough heat to have not frozen, especially when under 
an insulative cover of snow. So you would have had access to live food all year round 
with very little effort each day. 


So you have this mineral rich well fed population with time on their hands and they 
develop this technology. Starting off with better nutrition, stronger bodies, quicker minds 
and the high ground provided by the mountain they can very successfully defend their 
territory against the low landers. Of course as their technology develops so does their 
advantage. Apart from the yuck factor in their diet - which would be gone within a 
generation - the whole set up sounds almost like heaven. But they have one problem: 
inbreeding. Natural selection would have taken care of those with serious medical flaws 
like weak internal organs. The fools would have been either killed or exiled in such a 
culture of intellectual excellence. This then would have left those who are functional but 
ugly. Perhaps looking something like George Soros, Angela Merkel, Henry Kissenger, the 
Rockefellers or Rasputin. 


Of course beauty and ugly are relative terms and through the eyes of these people the 
young women of the low landers would have appeared extremely fair. However since 
their numbers were smaller they would have found it difficult to invade since they would 
have to give up the high ground to do so. However as time progressed their technological 
lead widened and the low land women appeared more beautiful. When the two hundred 
‘angels’ descended they were able to infatuate the women with what they could create. 
The sexual jealousy of the high lander women could easily have created the first 
feminists. What about the children resulting from these fornications? When bloodlines 
cross the result is usually stronger offspring who are likely to have turned their backs on 
traditional ways for the glitz and knowledge of their mountain fathers, especially since 
men had authority in those days. As these children grew in number and years they would 
have outcompeted the original low landers for food and territory. So the traditional people 
would have become conquered and have been ever since. 


Since the low landers represented an obvious enslavement opportunity and since the 
easiest way to keep an eye on subjects in a pre-industrial society is to cut down trees you 
are left with the problem of how to feed them. “The mother of wheat”, Triticum 
dicoccoides, was discovered in 1905 by Aaron Aaronsohn on the eastern slopes of Mt 
Hermon. The cutting of the trees represented the casting out of the Garden of Eden. To 
quote Genesis 3:19 

In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till thou return unto the ground; for out 

of it wast thou taken: for dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return. 


Bread, of course, is made from wheat. Let us bear in mind here that we are not in the 
business of being accurate historians. Suffice to say that in another time with similar 
climate and geography these events could have unfolded. If a potential scenario like this 
is beginning on another planet then it would be easy to feed in a steady trickle of 


technology saying now you can do this and now you can do that while in the meantime 
psychologically enslave the low landers with progressive liberalism. We will slice their 
society into mutually jealous groups from perceived advantages and persecution 
indoctrinated to them by the media. We shall not let their old wounds heal over time and if 
they have none we shall invent them. We shall be their fallen angels who lift them up into 
paranoid political correctness." 


"What if the other planets mountainous region is too large for inbreeding, you know like 
the Himalayas?", asked Simon. 


"Then we can either mine or nuke it down to size. The best evidence, should any be 
needed, that we are not ourselves the subjects of an alien race.", LU Zhi said with a rare 
smile. 


Chapter 20 - The Left Hand Finally Knows 


Andy stared across the room at Imogen and Daniel. "It's true | would prefer to know more 
of what is going on in Jerro without taking too much of Tracy's time. However if your 
system is so good, why isn't everyone using it?" 


Daniel looked a little flustered, but Imogen didn't even pause. "That question has been 
asked about a million good ideas over the ages. Suffice to say that if everyone made the 
best choices for themselves we would have a very egalitarian society which, to put it 
mildly, just isn't the human way." 


"So run this by me again. How does it all work?" 


Daniel answered. "The data is stored in one place, the best place for that to be stored is 
where anyone who needs to access it can do so independently of other users. The farm 
has only 4G access to the net, which does not give you a dedicated IP address. The only 
way you could access the server at Jerro would be by remote tunneling. However the 
mobile data network drops connections quickly with non use. So every time you get on to 
the server you would have to interrupt Tracy who would have to go to the server to create 
the tunnel. Not very good when she's trying to run a farm. 


Things are a lot different when the server's at your house. You can access it 24/7. Tracy's 
at her device, creates a local ssh tunnel through to the server at your house. No need for 
you to do anything, no need for you to be in the house. She then creates her entries, 
uploads photos etc and she's done. All that you need is a fixed IP address, which you 
already have. If this shit sounds complex, and | won't deny that it is, we could run the 
database over an insecure line and it will work just as well. But you have indicated that 
confidentiality is a big deal for you." 


"And the cost of all this? And when I say the cost | mean the motherfucking total cost?", 
Andy asked sternly. 


"Your costing request was anticipated Mr Corbin", Imogen began in a sophisticated tone 
as she handed him a print out. "I have prepared both variable and full costing for this." 
Tracey looked a little confused. "The difference Tracy is that the internet connection is 
already being paid for so the full cost is $90 per month but the variable cost is zero. Your 
mobile plan will need to be upgraded from $15 per month to $30 per month so the full 
cost is $30 but the variable cost is the extra $15. 


Then there are capital costs. These are once off costs. The only one being the the 
Raspberry PI and SD Card. All up about $200 there. Backups from the Raspberry PI can 
be done to Tracy's laptop. No allowance has been made for replacing Tracy's laptop as 
she can have hand-me-downs from your office with linux installed. This detailed budget 
clearly ascertains that the variable motherfucking total cost is inconsequential." 


"You don't have a line item for services rendered. What's your cut?" 

"Well the first two years are free at least financially. We want to be able to query the 
database so we also know of Tracy's good work. Once we are eighteen we can move 
independently without adults needing to know anything. Then we can discuss continuing 
the service or whether you want to keep your fingers crossed and hope that nothing 
breaks down." 

"How soon can we get the wagon rolling?" 


"We already have a Raspberry PI. We need a list of projects ..." 


"Here", said Tracy. 
"a list of users..." 


"Just Tracy and myself. Tracy needs to be able to do everything on this and so do | just in 
case, but | want a restricted user for day to day querying where | can't stuff anything up." 


"Done" 
"When will it be ready?" 
"By the weekend. Tracy will be using it before she goes back." 


Brian finished having a close look at the Raspberry PI and caught Andy's eye. "Did you 
catch the news about the Indian government a few years back who sent a satellite to 
Mars for only $78 million. I'm getting the same feeling now. You don't need me to tell you 
that this is a shoe string budget, but the bits and pieces are thrown together in sucha 
creative way that it quietly gets the job done. Whether or not you will be happy with the 
final reports you get will be up to you to decide. But users can type away and you will be 
able to query it as described. Time will tell." 


"Could you maintain it?" 


"I am confident that | can. Not hugely difficult to do. | wouldn't like to try and improve, or 
even change, the scripting though. They've done some very weird shit in order to 
minimise bandwidth. List data and some of the webpage template is stored as javascript 
variables. Anyway all that aside, if you're happy for me to dedicate some time to 
replicating the whole setup then I've got plenty of spare time in the office. It's the only way 
to meet any nasty surprises before they meet you.” 


He had indeed. Brians IT strength lay in choosing the good work of others. Since he had 
joined the team the IT frustrations had slowly evaporated. Freeing up his time. Andy had 
been worried of late that the boredom may make him move on. Not good. With him 
volunteering work this would kill two birds with one stone. "OK, you've got a $1,000 
budget on this without having to ask." 


"The cost of the PI should do it for $200." 


"Just one more thing. No one else at the office is to know of this. Keep the PI off the work 
network." 


"Got you. A few dollars more, but $1,000 is still heaps." 


Tracy arrived back at "Andy's Ark". She was a little surprised to see Roger and his team 
there already, busy with getting the house in order. She had her gas stove and the fridge 
had battery backup. She was relieved to see it still working. This had it's own circuit into 
the solar panels with deep cycle batteries in the event of power failure. The system had 
worked well. She also had some refrigerated food in the back of the SUV to keep her 
going for a few days. 


She went out the back to the nursery and the Acacia saligna seedlings were on their last 
legs. She had got back just in time to hand water them. The prickly pear cactus were, of 
course, doing fine but they their growth had slowed. Most of the annuals had died but 
these were mainly grown for practice and serve as ‘canary in a coalmine’ plants for the 
perennials. If something wasn't right the annuals would show it first. All in all it could have 
been a lot worse. The project would go on without much delay. 


With the plants watered she checked the BNF compost. A little dryer than she would have 
liked but the worms had gone deeper. Phew there were a few snails in that lot. She 
watered down the compost and had a bit of a look around the rest of the property. 
Needed a bit of a tidy up but still everything in order. Now for recording everything. She 
went back to the SUV and fired up her Ubuntu tablet. She tapped the "Tunnel" icon. The 
screen flashed "connected". She clicked on the Projects bookmark in her browser and 
she was straight into the system. Things were going well as she expected a few teething 
problems. She wrote up her notes and introduced herself to Roger who was taking a 
break. 


"My two big questions are when can | put my feet up in a nice clean bedroom and how 
can | keep out of your way?" 


Roger gave her quick tour of the repairs being done. "As you know this is the outside wall 
of your bedroom. We have re-cemented this in place, not using concrete, but using 
biocrete. This does the same job as normal concrete but being made of different stuff. 
According to the brochure its self healing concrete which can fill up any minor cracks that 
may form by calcium precipitating bacteria. It's all very revolutionary stuff and Andy gave 
it the go ahead as a trial run. While I've given Andy six weeks, being our old estimate, we 
just might get this done in four. We've got this new computer system that takes the shit 
factor out of the job. My daughter, Imogen and her boyfriend got this up and running. As a 
proud dad her briefly held up his phone and Tracy immediately recognised Corvine 
Projects, the same software she was using. She kept quiet about that, because Imogen 
didn't want her father knowing about her involvement with Andy. "I tell ya Tracy. These 
kids have got all this tech stuff under their belts. Of course you'd know all about that too. 
Another bit of good news is that I've got sole distribution rights in Australia to the biocrete, 
thanks to Imogen. It's going to be a big earner for me." 


Don't assume too much mate, she thought as she considered Rogers opinions on tech, 
this is Australia not Kazakhstan. He then asked her what it was like being out here on her 
own. "Mr MacBeth | really don't think its appropriate to give a married man the sufficiently 
blunt answer that honesty requires." 


Chapter 21 - We Need A Plan 


Mr Hoskins walked into class just that little too soon as all good teachers do. He was just 
in time to hear Stevens call Johann, who was German, a wanker. "Don't you think that the 
notion of shame belongs in the past. Apologise to Johann." 


Stevens began with a barely suppressed smile, "Sorry Johann, it won't make you blind. 
But it is a modified Nazi salute!" 


The class lost it with laughter and Hoskins pointed to the door, which everyone knew 
meant see the headmaster. Stevens left and the class settled down. "In our biology 
project we have, wisely or unwisely, been given the freedom to set our own project and 
produce our own reports on it. There is to be one project for the whole class but students 
can produce their own reports or group reports. So if you think you're better at writing it 
on your own that's fine but if you want to do it with a friend then that's fine as well. 


Now the big question is, what kind of a project can we come up with. Any ideas?" 


Imogen raised her hand, "Professor Timothy G. Myles has stated that decompiculture, 
being our relationship with decomposer organisms, may represent the next leap forward 
in human evolution. If Australia is going to be in the running we need to consider optimum 
trace elements required for optimum human edible biomass production from say when 
most of the carbon input is from eucalyptus leaves.” 


Mr Hoskins was quiet for a few minutes as he considered this. "For the benefit of the 
class decomposer organisms are things like termites, woodlice, earwigs, slugs and 
earthworms that help in the breakdown of organic matter. | Know you're all going to say 
yuck but all of the above are edible by humans..." 


"Yuck!!!", chorused the class. 


"... but chickens are more than happy to eat these critters and give us meat and eggs in 
return. However all of those invertebrates can be processed into powder and 
incorporated into a wide range of processed foods. This can help feed a hungry world 
without trashing the environment. Can anyone think of any other benefits to producing 
food with this approach?" 


The teacher responded to the raised hand, "Yes Daniel." 


"The average daily water consumption in Australia is 340 litres per person per day. 
However we only need about four and a half litres of potable water for drinking. The 
excess ends up as black water, being from the toilet, or grey water from showers and the 
washing machine. As you know Albany sits on granite covered by sand. My house like 
many homes in Albany is on a slope. The grey water can be fed through the compost. All 
the bugs in the compost can survive quite happily on this and any excess nutrients are 
picked up from the compost and flow downhill over the subterranean granite. Vegetables 
can be grown on the covering sand, which are both watered and fertilised. Nothing has to 
leave the property. 


As for the chickens, instead of eating dry grain they eat live bugs, which are made up of, 
say 60%, water. Due to this you are producing vegetables, meat and eggs while only 
using a couple of litres of potable water per week, the rest being greywater processed by 
the bugs which in turn goes to the chickens. In short while I'm recycling my greywater | 
am also reducing the need for centralized food production, which reduces societies 
energy consumption and reduce greenhouse gases. With this kind of low tech savings 
wars in many parts of the world can be averted. Also these thousands of decomposer 


organisms represent incredible biodiversity." 
"So have you got this set up at home Daniel?" 


"Yes, its all automatic, a few sensors and solenoids hooked up to my Raspberry PI. The 
only thing is that there isn't enough minerals leaching on the other side for many 
vegetables to be grown. The compost sucks it all up and gives it to the chickens. 
However if my family used an earthworm toilet and the contents added to the compost 
after a 70 day withholding period then plenty of vegetables would be possible." 


"That's very impressive. However we cannot conduct a school experiment at a students 
house, lots legal reasons. While I'm impressed with such an experiment that Imogen is 
suggesting it would require a lot of planning and cooperation with other academic 
institutions. Unfortunately | would need a comprehensive plan and due to timing issues | 
would need it in two weeks, which is not reasonable for me to ask of you. Nevertheless 
that is the situation I'm afraid." 


"| have anticipated this Sir.", said Imogen. "I think you will find everything in order. It 
should take you this year and next year and it just may put the school on the map." 


That night Hoskins read the plan. He knew her work well enough to know it was hers and 
Daniels. It was the last paragraph that really hit home. This plan was produced on Google 
Docs. So when the Google considers its science prize they can query location history and 
know that at all times no teachers or other academics were with us. They can query our 
search history the timing of which will correlate to the timing of the creation of certain 
paragraphs within this document. They can query our communications and know we did 
not receive help remotely and that it was us that contacted the various academic 
institutions first. They will know, beyond any doubt, that this is our own work. 


Imogen did indeed have a plan and it was far bigger than the one he was reading. 


Chapter 22 - Andy's Ark Resurrection 


Andy had his replicated server from Brian soon enough. Brian was right, its was just a 
matter of hosting the existing scripts and connecting them to a database. So he could use 
this system independently of Imogen. Brian had advised that it would be easier for a 
programmer to write a clone of the system than to modify the existing one. Andy thought 
about that for a while and decided to reassess once he had gotten the hang of what he 
already had and had found something wanting. 


Roger had done a splendid job of fixing the house and it was done in good time as well. 
Roger had joined the Chamber of Commerce and Imogen had taken charge of marketing. 
The biocrete was working like a dream with some of the historically significant derelict 
buildings of the Great Southern. A rush of Government grants was providing Roger the 
Opportunity to expand rapidly and establish himself in the region for private commercial 
work as well. 


Tracy had settled back into her role of developing the farm. He was beginning to learn 
that the worse thing you can do if you want a project to remain unknown is to keep it "Top 
Secret". He had seen drone footage on twitter, various posts on facebook from 
backpackers. Students taking soil and water samples from the perimeter of the property, 
government officials poking their noses in. Everyone seemed to be sniffing around, like 
you're the different one and we don't have all these rules for nothing so lets sort you out. 
This was meant to be a free country, there was more surveillance here than in the former 
Soviet Union. Maybe Roger was right when he said: not only are you doing a manly thing 
but you're also being creative, so there's got to be something wrong with it. 


Andy decided that there was only two ways people were going to stop hounding him and 
that was either to let some foreigner take over the operation, which was not an option, or 
to ‘admit’ to failure. Since he wasn't trying to sell a product he decided to get Tracy to 
clock up some implied setbacks on the internet forums and have the property drop off 
everyone's radar. 


In reality everything was either meeting or exceeding expectations. Excess compost from 
the deep litter chickens was being eaten by oysters. The greywater going through the 
deep litter picked up enough nutrients to grow a great vegie patch downhill. The crops 
grown were melons, oranges, tamarillos and other succulent produce which would serve 
to reduce the potable water intake of any residents. 


The goats were eating the prickly pear cactus and the milk from the goats further reduced 
the need for potable water. The rain water tanks were filling up and had enough capacity 
for 12 adults through the dry season. 


As a possible added bonus he believed that one of the BNF composts were producing 
more food in the way of critters than could be got from feeding them home grown wheat. 
The best set up Tracy could come up with was to start with a Tagasaste and havea 
succession of 6 BNF composts around it. Each compost fertilising a food producing tree 
at its centre in-situ. Water was an issue, but at least is didn't have to be fresh water. 


One of the more extreme ideas that Tracy had trialed was the use of ammonia oxidising 
bacteria as a spray on mist to bathing. Production of the mist was quite simple, use 
diluted urine passed through shredded paper full of earthworms. As the water drained 
from the base it was put in an empty windex sprayer and sprayed on to the body. The 
liquid itself was completely odourless. He was having concern for her mental health as 
she was explaining this until she told him that she hadn't had a bath for two months. His 
nose could validate the truth of the method, it worked and it worked well. It was one of 
those ideas that could be put on the back burner until needed, if ever. The composting 


toilets were also working flawlessly. The significance of the two ideas being that they 
could get by on very little fresh water. Was this going over the top? By current standards 
way over the top. But such conventions were subject to the conditions of the time. It's not 
as if Tracy, with broad hints dropped by Imogen, that all the ‘conventional prepping’ 
problems had been solved. Best to have as many tricks up your sleeve as possible and 
decide what's acceptable on the fly. 


Was he losing focus? To be honest to himself, apart from the financial contribution and 
following developments, he never had a lot of focus on the property. If the economy 
crashes the property was the ideal place for him and a few close colleagues, a wife 
perhaps, to see things through. 


Chapter 23 - Not Of This Earth 
"You want to do what?", asked Darlene in complete surprise. 


"A double degree in Meteoritics and Astrobiology. There's also a couple of units in 
computational genetics." 


"So meteoritics is the study of what exactly?" 


"Meteors, those lumps of rock that drop from the sky. Astrobiology is such an exciting field 
that is still in its infancy." 


"It's not that we don't think you can complete your studies Imogen. But when | build a 
house | can feel the bricks as | lay them, | hear the nail gun as | join the timbers in the 
roof. I'm protected from the whether in the latter stages of construction. It's real, you can 
experience it. Now | don't know if we're alone or not and it seems the chances are there's 
company out there somewhere. But until we meet them astrobiology is nothing more than 
highfalutin science fiction." 


"Not exactly Dad. It involves going into extreme environments on Earth and seeing how 
these extremophiles have adapted. There are also models of other environments on 
other celestial bodies, such as sub-surface Mars, the clouds of Venus, the hidden oceans 
of Europa, Ganymede and Callisto. Those various environments are recreated in the 
laboratory and Earths extremophiles introduced into them to see if they can adapt and 
survive. It's a really exciting field." 


"Well, look. As long as you're happy with it, it's up to you. But your mother and | will feel 
more comfortable when we're convinced that this aint some flash in the pan thing and 
there's a job waiting for ya at the end of it." 

"Of course there is" 


"Well, | suppose there's always the business to turn to if you're wrong." 


Chapter 24 - The New Man 


John googled terra nullis and very quickly found Bir Tawil. This turned out to be 2,000 
square kms of unclaimed territory. Meaning that no government had any jurisdiction over 
it. Of course that didn't mean it was uninhabited and some quick further searching 
revealed that there were nomadic gangs out there preying on gold prospectors and 
tourists. The land was trapezoid shaped sandwiched between Egypt and the Sudan. 


Of course there was some vegetation, but very scarce. There was no infrastructure and 
no amenities. In that sense it was an ideal training ground for a Mars colony. He entered 
his superiors office. She shooed him away and he went outside, closed the door and 
waited for her to put the phone down. Having the high privilege of being able to casually 
walk into her office didn't give him, or anyone else, the right to be there. He knocked and 
was Called in. "I hope John that this news is good enough to take my mind off this arthritic 
knee?" 


"Coming from China you may not have heard of the virtues of Urtica dioica or its common 
moniker of stinging nettle. The soft deeply serrated leaves have tiny hairs which painfully 
sting when lightly brushed against you. It's a harmless pain but it also puts the brakes on 
arthritis.” 


"As a respectable middle aged woman coming from China | am also not expected to 
know that there are brothels in the United Kingdom where men pay good money to be 
tied to the bed posts and get a stinging nettle whipping to the knob. Not that I'm trying to 
schedule your recreation time for you, but lets not start putting arbitrary limits on each 
others knowledge just before having a business discussion." 


John took a deep breath. He hadn't shared his fantasies with anyone, mainly because 
they were just that: fantasies. However Lü Zhi had gone closer to the bone than she was 
aware of. The fact that she was his megalomaniac fascist boss didn't help much either. 
"As you are no doubt aware, there have been experiments done by NASA in Hawaii on 
the Mauna Loa side of the saddle area on the Big Island. There they had a habitat, or 
high tech tent, of the kind that could well be planned for their Mars mission. The 
“astronauts” were kitted out in space suits and there was a 20 minute delay in 
communications to simulate the distance of Mars from Earth. Now don't get me wrong, 
this was great research that needed to be done and we were able to acquire the data, 
including full video coverage, but there is another approach to compliment this, which 
NASA hasn't thought of." 


"| have gone through these reports and it all seems very complete and sound research. 
What you're proposing had better be good." 


John had a mouthful of water and began. "Let's just take a step back and begin at the 
beginning. We are planning permanent, self sustaining and propagating space colonies. 
Humans are the driving force and it will take all that we have got to make this happen. So 
the question is: when does learning begin? Well it's before birth. Animal studies have 
been done, not only animal but plant studies as well to back this up. While not proven, the 
prudent working assumption is that learning begins as soon as the nervous system forms. 
Like all other biological processes, the healthier the parents, the more effective the 
embryonic learning. By learning I'm talking about emotional responses, food preferences, 
level of social status and cooperation, a sense of danger and opportunity. In layman's 
terms: instincts. We also know that humans are not a “stand-alone” creature. We have 
over a thousand species we carry within ourselves in the form of bacteria, viruses and 
fungi, known as the microbiome, in our intestines and on our skin. These regulate just 
about everything, including brain function. 


In order to get the people right, we have to get the microbiome right. We have profiled the 
optimum species mix for the microbiome in all the different areas of the body. The best 
diet that maintains this is a high fibre, moderate fat, moderate protein, low carb regime. 
We have also ascertained the best levels of minerals and vitamins for an array of 
situations. Coupled with a culture of yoga and body consciousness the latent instinctive 
ability to choose the optimum diet can be developed in humans just the way it is in most 
wild animals. We have to do with our pioneers diet the opposite of what we do to the diet 
of those we wish to dominate. If you want to subjugate a species you feed them crap, if 
you want them ruled by Genghis Khan's and Napolean's then the feed the rulers the best 
diet possible." 


"Important as it is, diet is a technical matter with which | trust your judgement. You don't 
need my permission for this, just do it John." 


"It doesn't stop there. What else do you think those astronauts learned during their stay in 
Hawaii that wasn't mentioned in the reports?", John didn't wait for her to answer. "They 
learned to accept artificial limitations, like the space suits, the 20 minute communications 
delay. It's easy to argue that they knew it was an artificial situation that was needed to 
approximate Mars as close as possible, but your subconscious doesn't work like that. 
This would put a huge dampener on creativity. The next big problem is that the astronauts 
would accept that reality is determined by those in authority. Same as before, the 
astronauts knew this at the time, but subconsciously they will adopt this pattern of 
thinking - which is the last thing we want." 


Lü Zhi remembered her first office job. The office was shared by two companies who 
bosses got on well. But they didn't sort out the business administration very efficiently. 
Instead of a single figure being negotiated for the shared resources, giving rise to the 
same single figure appearing on 1 invoice per month they did it the hard way. There 
would be an invoice for the internet connection, another for the staff amenities, another 
for the telephone connection. The other company would issue separate invoices for car 
parking fees, cleaning and electricity. 


Apart from the inefficient use of labour the bosses were inadvertently telling their staff to 
nit pick over each others work. This they did and then they nit picked over each other in 
general. The bitchiness went through the roof and when one day the air con broke down, 
slightly lowering the oxygen levels in the room the whole ‘pressure cooker’ blew up 
causing one business to leave and both businesses facing full office costs. It was a 
lesson that she would never forget. "So what are you suggesting John." 


We let our astronauts study the Hawaii experiment and inform them of the pitfalls just 
discussed. We then send them to Bir Tawil where they will construct the kinds of living 
quarters we are planning for Mars. But they won't have to wear space suits, because that 
is an artificial limitation for Bir Tawil. If they find a useful plant, an underground stream 
they can make use of that. We have to cultivate a culture of opportunistic creativity. They 
will be allowed to trade with nomads or fight with them if need be. But apart from initial 
resources, we don't help them out. We can have a number of astronaut communities out 
there, those that perform poorly won't have children that go to Mars." 


"We are not sending children to Mars." 


"Not when they're children but when they grow up. You see we get these communities 
going in Bir Tawil with three months supply of contraceptives. If they haven't given up 
after that time they start reproducing. The children of the most successful communities 
will, from the embryonic learning stage, been with a community with the best cognitive 
abilities, the best diet, the best social structure and the best microbiomes for survival in a 
harsh environment. These will make the best astronauts we are able to produce.” 


"In the long term yes. In the shorter term we need to get the best we have presently got 


up there. A two pronged approach as it were. If the first generation of astronauts fail we 
can learn from their mistakes and send our second generation up. On the other hand if 
the first generation succeeds they will be having children of their own which will be born 
into the Martian colony. Still, all will not be lost. Do you have any kind of determination, or 
even wild guess, of the kind of intelligence to expect from the children of Bir Tawil?" 


"More of a wild guess. But | would expect the average IQ to be sitting around 160." 


"Well we can put those little kiddie-winkies to good use in just about any field. Hell John 
we didn't need a space colonisation program to justify this project. | shall approve a 
budget of $500 million unconstrained expenditure on this one. | don't want word getting 
out about it either." 


John could hardly believe it. Within the corridors of New World Explorations the phrase 
‘unconstrained expenditure’ meant a sum of money was to be placed into a dedicated 
bank account. That money could be withdrawn and spent on with no paper trail. No 
accounting, no invoices and no purchase orders. And to think he had $500 million. So if 
the finished project cost $100 million he could blow the remaining $400 million on a lavish 
lifestyle with no questions asked, ever. Of course he would arrange for records to be kept 
as this was good form, not to mention good management. But if he needed to bribe some 
government official or gang warlord to see the project through then unconstrained 
expenditure was just the ticket. 


"How is the swarm of nano-bots for the bioconcrete coming along?", his superior officer 
asked. 


"Apart from making them small enough to be able to function, everything else is ahead of 
expectation. We seem to be hitting some fundamental limitations with the technology. We 
may have to try a completely different approach, whatever that may be. On the upside 
most of the R&D has been spun off into the micro-bots projects." 


"So it wasn't just a terminology glitch that | read.", stated Lü Zhi. 


"No, not at all. | really should be more specific in naming this. But the micro-bot project is 
to put thousands, possibly millions of tiny robots in geosynchronous orbit above Mars. 
Individually they will be running the Kolibri operating system. They have been 
programmed to dock into each other and when a critical size is reached they pool 
resources and boot into Linux as a parallel processor super computer. This super 
computer can then use telemetry and telecommand to control construction robots on the 
surface of Mars. This gets around the 20 minute delay problem of having the 
supercomputer on earth. Since the microbots are in orbit they have constant sunlight 
powering their solar panels. Also if the super computer is damaged, ie by colliding with 
some space junk then more microbots can be sent up to replace the damaged ones. 
They will self assemble and network automatically. The construction robots on the surface 
of Mars also have limited Al built into them, for example they can take simple instructions 
like go to the other side of the room and they can do that." 


"So, using medical analogy, the Al in the construction robots is like the microbot 
supercomputer's cerebellum?" 


"Exactly. The remaining hurdle of this project is to get these microbots self replicating 
using raw materials from the asteroid belt and then dropping down orbit to intercept Mars. 
| am confident we can get there is about 5 years. After that we can trial the same 
technology using raw materials from Saturns rings. Not much to be gained from this solar 
system, but | am thinking ahead for the future. When we are colonising another solar 
system we want to send the least amount of hardware ahead and have it self assemble 
infrastructure in time for our arrival." 


Chapter 25 - A Heart Of Stone 


Tracy was just nodding off when she felt the shudder. This was followed a few seconds 
later by a deep boom. She switched the light on, it was 2:34 AM. She decided to inspect 
the house, including the part that Roger had fixed. There was no damage at all. That was 
good. She still recorded it, meaning Andy and Imogen would pick up on it. In a round 
about way she owed Imogen a big favour, the homestead had gone from absolute 
secrecy to ‘play it down’. That meant she could bring friends around and have less cold 
and lonely nights... 


The rest of the night was uneventful and in the morning she surveyed the property with 
one of the drones as the farm was overdue for a good look over. Overall things were 
progressing well, but there will always be one or two things that need attention. One of 
the swales was showing signs of blockage and a few patches of tagasaste were 
yellowing, possibly due to water logging. 


Then she spotted it, a crater in the ground some 10 metres in diameter. She guided the 
drone in closer and it seemed the meteorite was still intact. She logged it straight away on 
the database and rode the quad out to inspect it. It really was just a rock. She got a call 
from Andy, "Tracy, is there any gold or platinum in that thing. I've heard that some of 
those things can be choc-a-bloc full of goodies." 


"Looks like a burnt out piece of rock to me. There's no rush to block this crater up, who 
knows it may even make a good dam. Lets wait until the winter rains come before we 
backfill, could be saving ourselves a whole lot of work. 


Imogen is into meteorites. It would be an easy return of favour to let her come up for a 
look. Who knows she may share a bit more inspiration when she comes up.", Tracy 
suggested. 


Andy agreed. While Tracy had a keen mind and plenty of new ideas of her own it was 
Imogen that came up with the with the far out ground breaking new ideas that was 
transforming the homestead from a barren wasteland into extremely fertile ground. It was 
Imogen who suggested that the bugs from the BNF compost can be fed to ducks which in 
turn, with their droppings, would seal the dams, saving enormous expense of their 
construction and maintenance. It was also Imogen who pointed out that the ground 
seepage along one of the up slopes was coming from the abattoir that was violating 
discharge regulations resulting in nutrient rich seepage going into the stream on the 
homesteads property. The weeds from the banks were cleared and sawdust from the 
sawmill was spread over the ground for deep litter chickens. The resulting compost from 
the chickens activity could be spread far and wide. As the pollution in the stream cleared 
away it would be good for fishing and possibly drinking, except in summer when it dried 


up. 


Surprisingly Imogen and Daniel had made their own way up on their mopeds. That was a 
long leg for the poor little engines. "How are you going to get back before dark?", asked 
Tracy. 


"Don't worry about us", replied Daniel. "Imogen says you have an airbed, is it OK for us to 
crash out for the night?" 


"Do you know I'm legally responsible for you idiots. You're both under 18. It would be 
appreciated if you could get a lift with your father in future." 


"It's kind of difficult when he's not working on the house. By the way are there any cracks 
from the tremor." 


"No, its all good. Here are the GPS coordinates of the crater, you better get going and 
see what you want to see. The quads are in the shed." 


Half an hour later Imogen and Daniel were at the site. "Sure left a bit of a mess. If you'd 
brought your bikini along with could have done an alien photoshoot", he commented. 


"In ya dreams buddy boy. Anyway this isn't some eccentric hobby | have. A couple of 
years back at Bremers Bay | found a meteorite and | could make contact with the bacteria 
in it. Now unless someone with the same ability as | have has pulled one hell of a prank 
on me then there's life beyond Earth, drifting around the solar system." 


"Pranks do happen, Imogen" 


"There was no way that someone could have known that | would have stumbled across 
that meteorite. As far as | know | am the only one in the Great Southern who has my 
ability. | want a confirmation before | say anything more." 


Imogen stepped into the crater, it had been raining and the rain had seeped into the 
meteorite, providing a contiguous chain of life from Imogens hands to the bacteria within 
the shocked rock. Daniel had seen what Imogen could do at Andy's house, but this was 
little preparation for the expression that came across his girlfriends face. 


"Whoa, that looks more than a confirmation of a pre-existing belief..." 
"Shutup" 

"I was only..." 

"I mean really shutup" 


She was in one of her strange moods so not seeing any danger he left her to it. He was 
beginning to get a feel for surveying the land himself. With a few trees planted 
strategically this area could be made into a fun and private place for camping. His mind 
drifted away from revegetation and focused on the camping. He was brought back to the 
present by a crow squawking. He made his way back to Imogen. 


She still had hands laid on the meteorite when he returned. A few minutes later she sat 
back, totally stunned. Daniel crouched down next to her and was concerned. He placed 
his hand on the meteorite, ready to pull back if any weird shit started happening. As far as 
he was concerned it was just another piece of rock. Their mobile phone provider didn't 
have coverage out here and it would be a two hour walk to get to the homestead. Not that 
Imogen was in any shape for walking, she was just sitting there and Daniel was started to 
get worried. Finally she spoke. "You think that's just another meteorite don't you." 


Daniel tried to be as laid back as he could in the hope it would be contagious. "Well, if it 
looks like a duck and quacks like a duck ..." 


"It was made to look that way. The meteorite that is. That's right, it was made. But not by 
us." 


"What, you think its a piece of space wreckage from another star?" 


"No, it is the spaceship. Look, I'm ok. I'm not bowled over in anyway. | am just, well, kind 
of stunned. Ok, here goes with an explanation. This meteorite was grown, not 
manufactured in the traditional sense, much like my Dad's biocrete. It was designed as a 
protective living space for yet more bacteria whose job it is is to explore unknown regions 
of space. So this was shot in our direction, millions of years ago and arrived about 10,000 


years ago. In most ways it behaves like most other objects, it gets covered in ice because 
water is the most common compound in the universe - no surprises there. As it enters our 
solar system the ice starts to melt and it forms a tail. The debris from this tail crosses the 
orbits of the planets within the solar system. The bacteria within the debris fall to the 
planets surface, start breeding and form a collective intelligence which performs an 
assessment of that planet. Sometime later the comet collects debris from the planet, 
which contains DNA encoded with the collected data from the progenitors of the fallen 
bacteria. This information is then stored in the meteor and sooner or later the meteor 
leaves the solar system and is collected and analysed by the aliens which sent it." 


"Why not just send robots?" 


"Robots can't get small enough to get into rocks, to get blown by the wind, to infiltrate 
ecosystems, to record the pressures of evolution through their mutated DNA. The 
atmospheric composition at every latitude, longitude and altitude." 


"So how does the meteor get back to the parent solar system." 
"Well, the story didn't get that far with this one." 


"If this technology is scouting ahead of the species which created it then the only way | 
can think of is a robotic capture probe on the edges of the solar system. When the 
meteors speed is at a minimum it intercepts it, attached a nuclear powered ion rocket and 
sends it back in the right direction. By the way, how does this bacteria get off the planet it 
has fallen on to." 


"Most of it doesn't but planets get hit with asteroids, especially if they are sent ona 
collision course by the alien robot. This kicks up dust which escapes via the solar winds 
and get captured by the meteor. Another way is that the meteor could be sent through the 
upper atmosphere by the robot. Either way, its a better technology than what we've got 
and its a slow process. A third way is that it doesn't leave the planet but gets read by the 
aliens when they eventually get around to landing. As another possibility the meteor could 
also do planetary level surveys and read the heat signature of widespread photosynthesis 
to identify a target planet, or any combination of the above. You're talking about a very 
versatile and covert technology. 


This has been going on for thousands of years." 
"How do you know?" 


"Well these bacteria started recording before they left their parent planet. On Earth the 
most powerful lifeforms ever were the dinosaurs which were a combination of reptiles and 
birds. They were smarter than the mammals of their day. On the other hand these aliens 
are part reptile and part mammal, but no asteroid ever wiped them out. They orbit a red 
dwarf star 55,000 light years away. Being a red dwarf their sun will out last ours by billions 
of years. The past belongs to them and so does the future, unless Earth life can counter 
colonise." 


"Do you know what they look like?", asked Daniel, he was beginning to feel a little bit 
shaky. 


"Yes, like the figurines of Tell Al'Ubaid in Iraq. They have been dated at 7,000 years old. 
Obviously a previous meteor fell as well and someone of my ability must have found the 
meteor and unlocked its secrets. Like dinosaurs, of which birds are a Surviving part of, 
their brains are wired highly efficiently. The Elohim, as they call themselves, have a brain 
pan capacity about half of ours but their minds are ten times more powerful.” 


"Would these be the same as the Annunaki, you know those webpages about aliens 


altering the DNA of humans?", asked Daniel as the hairs rose on the back of his neck. 


"No. Nearly all humans who come across this knowledge do so through the communion 
with bacteria. Unfortunately nearly all of those go mad, the madness being a defense to 
the truth which usually manifests of putting the future in the past. That way the threat 
doesn't have to be dealt with. Our DNA hasn't been altered in the past, that's what they 
have got in store for us should we ever be discovered.” 


"Well with technology like that what's stopping them?" 


"| don't know Daniel. But what | find really freaky is that they are carbon based life, with 
DNA having base 4 coding and genes that code to the same proteins. Maybe that's the 
best way for life to go about its business. On a lighter note though guess what" 


"What?", asked Daniel 


"The atmospheric pressure on Mars is one third that of Earths. Those lying bastards at 
NASA. Wernher von Braun was right all along. Not only that but this solar system is pretty 
well inhabited. Small isolated lenses of lithotrophs under the poles of Mercury..." 


"It's too close to the sun only 58 Million km." 


"Yes but the same side is always facing the sun, meaning the other same side is always 
turned away from it. Somewhere between those two sides it is just right. Bacteria in the 
clouds of Venus 50km up, lithotrophs under the surface of Mars producing methane. Sub 
surface oceanic microbes on a whole host of bodies. Once you get past the mainstream 
media brainwashing it's really not that surprising. If fact the big surprise would be if the 
only life was here on Earth." 


"But it's all mindless slime, right?" 


"Slime would be a much more accurate description. By the way there is no data about 
Europa.", Imogen added. 


"Bummer, | thought there would be by the way that some people were talking.” 


"| didn't say it was dead. | didn't say it was alive. | didn't say it's unknown, from the 
meteors perspective anyway. It's been examined by these alien meteors. | believe the 
computing terminology is null. Not zero, not one, but null. You're just digesting my words. 
But I've felt this conscious meteors interpretation of Europa's null. It's something | find 
deeply disturbing." 


"So how did all this life get started?", asked Daniel. 


"On Mars. Some rocks containing bacteria got ejected due to an asteroid impact, this 
seeded the comets that have been scattering it far and wide throughout the solar system 
ever since. It's taken hold where ever its been able to. It also got going on a few comets 
independently." 


A look of realisation came over Imogen's face. "I think I've just realised why we are 
undiscovered. Why we have the privilege of knowing about them through their own 
greatly advanced technology." 


"C'mon girl the suspense is killing me." 
"It's Jupitor. It acts as the solar systems vacuum cleaner. While Jupitor type planets are 


quite common in the the universe, its position in the solar system is extremely rare 
compared to other solar systems. It's not something that the Elohim would be anticipating 


if these meteors are scouting way ahead. Most stars have their '‘Jupitors' close to their 
sun, hence the astronomy term ‘hot Jupitor'. Fate has given us a reprieve for an unknown 
amount of time. It may be that they have interpreted the disappearing meteors as a race 
more advanced than their own capturing the meteors. This may scare them off. But we 
can't count on it. Also, sooner or later, they will come close enough to examine the solar 
system through more conventional means and then our cover will be blown. 


| have seen beyond the bounds of infinity and drawn down demons from the stars....1 
have harnessed the shadows that stride from world to world to sow death and madness... 
H.P. Lovecraft, From Beyond" 


"Wow", said Daniel, trying to take it all in. "Life started on Mars, seeds Earth with life and 
now we're going back to Mars to help it recover from its catastrophe. In every sense, that 
is totally epic." 


Chapter 26 - The Yellow Peril 


Tracy could see that something wasn't quite right with these two. Time to start probing. 
"Hey I'll show you each of you how to hose these quads down. It's something | do to clear 
the mud off. Mud holds on to moisture and moisture causes rust." She had their 
compliance which gave Tracy the perfect opportunity to closely inspect the quads without 
them realising it. Nothing wrong. 


They both seemed alert, not high or anything like that. They were moving OK, not walking 
with a limp. No marks on them. "So we don't like meteors anymore?" 


"If there was a car and out of that car stepped a mass murderer would you stop liking 
cars?", asked Imogen. 


The penny dropped for Tracy. "Wait you did your thing on that meteor didn't you. | mean 
the Fat Lewis's watch thing. You found something out didn't you. Hey there's living shit up 
there isn't there?!" 


"Tracy, since it's you | shall simply say yes and leave it at that. There are bacteria kicking 
around the solar system. Some came down in the meteorite. The only reason this is a big 
deal to you is because the media have brainwashed you in the opposite direction. Watch 
Patrick McGoohan's 'The Prisoner’ and it will become obvious why they did that. By the 
way, don't quote me on any of this or | will deny it. The meteorite is safe for you to 
handle." 


"Thank you." 


The women prepared dinner while Daniel got the USB TV dongle out of his pocket. "I can 
hook this up to your laptop. I've made up the xspf file for the local TV stations. Since 
you're using Linux and the dongle was built for Windows you'll have to watch it through 
VLC media player. The interface is a bit wretched but the picture quality is tops. That way 
you can watch TV without having to remember to check your emails. It also saves power 
to have the one device running.” 


Tracy tried it out and thanked him. 


",. and now from Yellowstone national park. Scientists have reassured us unanimously 
that there is nothing to fear from the tremors that have been felt around the area. Detailed 
examination of a viral drone video purportedly showing the extremophile archaea to have 
died has been confirmed to be a deep fake. The camera switched to a psychologist 
explaining the lengths some people will go to in order to have their 15 minutes of fame. 


Imogen spoke slowly, "Assuming we have just watched censorship in action then we, as 
in the whole planet, are in deep shit. Yellowstone National Park is home to a dormant 
super volcano and if it blows it could create an extinction event. | need to go out and get 
my own answers." 


"Out where", asked Tracy. 
"Your deep litter chicken coup. It provides a bacterial interface to the Earth. If there's 
going to be a catastrophic eruption then this information will be communicated throughout 


the worlds bacteria so they can prepare the ecosystem for lock down." 


"First things first. Lets verify this first. | Know its dark, I'll take a torch and I'll be back ina 
while." 


"Mind you don't catch a cold.", Tracy called after her. The message hadn't sunk in yet. 
Now lets keep young Daniel occupied so there will be no peeping, although it was quite 
dark already. "Can you run that TV thingy by me again.", she pleaded. 


Tracy learned more than just how to watch the TV. She learned about the Android app to 
get the frequency information. How to put that into VLC and generate her own xspf file. 
Eventually she heard Imogen call out that she was going to the shower. Well at least bits 
of her are still normal, thought Tracy. She got up to make everyone a hot chocolate. It 
was just served as Imogen entered the room with a grave look on her face. 


"Now, what was that about ecosystem lockdown." 


"Greatly increased growth, greatly reduced yield in order to build up reserves of biomass. 
Look what's going to happen is a big bang which is going to kick huge amounts of dust 
into the atmosphere, triggering a global winter. Crops will fail, there will be famine, there 
will be mass extinctions. Civilisation could well go under, in fact probably will do. I'll keep 
this practical for you since it's your job to prepare this place for emergency. You'll have 
time for little else. Fire up the database, here is what you must do: 


1. Buy in dead wood, firewood would be a good start. 100 tonnes 

2. Stack the wood 60cm high in lots of 4 square metres. 

3. Put a tarp over the first pile with drip irrigation using dilute fertiliser to provide 
minerals. The wood should be kept just damp 

4. Introduce some termites and let them breed.” 


"So why would we want termites?", asked Tracy. Daniel was also looking curious. 


"For food", Imogen replied. "If this volcano blows it's top, and | think it will, its going to 
make Mount St Helens look like a firecracker. There's going to be enough dust kicked up 
into the atmosphere to occlude the suns rays for several years. That's going to result in 
famines of biblical proportions. There will be fighting, not so much nation to nation 
because each nation will be fighting within itself. There will be debauchery and 
bloodshed. What happens in Australia depends a lot on whether the Australian 
Government is wised up about this. But keep in mind the difference between government 
and thugs matters very little when they want to take the food off your table. 


In any famine it gets difficult to hide the fact that you're not starving to death. Buy some 
fat womens clothes, online so none of the locals remember, and wear them as people 
start looking skinny. However you do have the advantage that this is an isolated 
homestead. Not many people come through here. However there is a pretty good chance 
that someone is going to find this place with you here and they are going to kill for food. 
But if they don't recognise something as food they are not going to fight over it and they 
are not going to take it. 


Just so that you don't put all your eggs in one basket you can also get in a wood grinding 
machine to produce fine sawdust and some chainsaws and axes to cut up any logs into 
pieces small enough to feed into the grinder. You can also stock up on a complete 
fertiliser, one with trace elements, to apply to the sawdust. Then you can eat the worms. If 
you eat the worms and the termites raw you'll have enough vitamin c to get by on. Stock 
up on diesel, some in an obvious place but most of it hidden. 


Also stock up on pulses and hide them underground as these are recognised as food. 
These can be eaten as is for protein or sprouted for vitamins. 


| can't see the window for danger being that long. There's a thin line between people 
being hungry enough to kill and too weak to kill in a sudden unexpected famine, 
especially when they've never had one before. The government could be the biggest 
threat. They have their strategic fuel supplies and will raid the CBH bins for wheat. By the 


time the population realises that the fair distribution is just a sham they won't be in much 
of a condition to do anything about it." 


"Is there any other way of doing this?", asked Daniel. "I mean, it may work technically but 
damn, it's gross." 


"Getting back to fundamentals. Life needs energy. Volcano blocks out suns energy. Can 
sunlight be stored? Yes, in wood and it can be stored for a long time. Wood exists so 
multicellular life can get through global disruptions. You can also dehydrate food, have 
powdered food etc but that is recognised as food by raiders and so is a security risk. So 
Tracy, how is your budget, because this is going to take some doing" 


"Andy had it in mind to have sheds equipped with milking machines. However these 
haven't been bought yet as we were going to wait until the land had more fully recovered 
and we knew where the trees grew best so we could put additional buildings where the 
trees grew the least, subject to convenience of access. The bottom line is that its not so 
much that we're ahead of budget. We were ahead until the truck accident, which put us 
roughly inline. But we have held back on expenditure for the sheds. If Andy is going to 
spend money on volcano preps then the sheds will be forfeit. It's going to take both of us 
to convince him." 


Chapter 27 - An Alternative Solution 
"Are you absolutely certain of this?", questioned LU Zhi sharply. 


"The evidence is incontrovertible", answered Simon, the head geologist. While it's 
impossible to predict when and volcanos are never certain until they've happened, there 
is a 96% probability of that big mama blowing her stack within two years. This will block 
out the suns rays. After that is beyond my field is expertise but | do know that life needs 
energy so a global event like this is going to leave us up shit creek. It's time to geta 
biologist in here, we've got enough of them." 


She hit the intercom, "John, | need you up here." She turned to Simon. "Do you want to 
know what | think of the bullshit going on between you and John." Simon shrugged his 
shoulders. "Nope". She continued, "I believe | have just this second told you. Remember 
it!" 


John was briefed on the situation. LU Zhi continued. "Gentlemen, you have the mutual 
privilege of working together on this one. | expect your camaraderie in this emergency 
shall flow through to your respective departments with resulting efficiency to show for it. 
All options are on the table." 


"Does that include the topic of our last conversation?", asked John. 
"It most certainly does if you think it is sufficiently developed enough to handle this." 


"It is, the water recycling doesn't have to be, well, watertight. The air doesn't have to be 
recycled. Once we have settled in we can try full recycling and see how it goes." 


"Where is this happening?", asked Simon. 

"Bir Tawil, we were planning on a test run anyway." 

"A dry sandy place and soon to be cold as well.", Simon replied. 
"A good analogue for Mars." 


"Does naturally occurring high mineral water flows sound more attractive, you know just 
for this problem.", suggested Simon. 


"Provided we're not in anyone's way. Remote wilderness areas. We have to set up before 
disaster strikes." 


"There's a whole range of sites in Siberia. You'll still be wanting to produce your own food 
but you'll be able to help yourself to the wildlife once in a while, or then again maybe not. 
Plenty of trees across all those areas. | can get a team out to assess and if John can 
spare a biologist to check out the wildlife?" 


"Sounds good, | can spare two. I'll be needing hydrology reports, especially around those 
areas where there is thawing and freezing. If the sites are just right for what I've got in 
mind we could put up a lot of people very cheaply. Similar set up to Mt Herman but with 
the technology thrown in to make life more convenient. Do we scout around in Siberia?", 
John asked looking at his boss. 


"Get your people together as quickly as you can. But do not leave before 48 hours from 
now. If you can think of anything better call me, day or night. One other thing gentlemen. | 
need a natural fortress. Something like the global seed bank at Svalbard would be ideal if 


it were not already occupied. Does any place come to mind?" 


Simon thought for a while, "There is the island of Forewick Holm. There is this old guy, 
Stuart Hill aka Captain Calamity, who has proclaimed it to be the Sovereign State of 
Forvik, an independent micro nation from the United Kingdom. It's 2.5 acres, a rocky 
island. The good captain only lives there for a few days a year, apart from that it's 
uninhabited." 


"Can | assume that Mr Hill is in legal proceedings with his claims?", asked LU Zhi 


"Yeah, | do know a few lawyers. The claim is valid enough. The Brits don't like that but 
they aren't going to force him off because that would get too much attention so they are 
keeping him busy by low level legal harassment, picking him up on minor charges, 
throwing him in the slammer overnight, trashing his name in the local rag that sort of 
thing. | guess they're waiting for him to drop off his perch and then move in." 


Lü Zhi thought for a while. "We can spare a lawyer in the interests of international justice. 
We can also pay his medical bills to keep him alive as long as possible. Providing of 
course he is very liberal with his planning permission." 


Forty hours later the three sat down again, they were joined by Brett the lawyer. "Do you 
have any updates for me on Forvik Island." 


Brett answered, "An email has been sent to Mr Hill outlining our willingness to provide 
him with financial and medical assistance. No response so far. Presumably he is busy 
pleasuring the Queen." He saw the look on her face was not good. "Er, being held at Her 
Majesty's pleasure, Ma'am. An inmate in prison..." 


"A quick word in private Mr Jones. Can we have the room." It was an order, not a request. 


John and Simon got up and left. Lu Zhi faced Brett. "What was your briefing when you 
were assigned this task?" 


"That | was to offer my services to help this guy out and give him a doctor. But | get the 
feeling that there's an important angle in all of this." 


"It's good that you're learning quickly. You're still a graduate lawyer and so far you haven't 
been given work of great importance. This is your first such task. Not particularly difficult 
but extremely important. We are seeking Mr Hills permission for an underground 
construction project on Forvik island. | shall send you the details of the plan. For now it is 
enough to know that this is necessary to mitigate an expected global catastrophe. This is 
a code 11, meaning you report directly to me and anyone else who may have orders for 
you takes a second priority. You have the authority to bribe officials and hire contractors. 
You are to act quickly, do | make myself clear." 


"Yes, Ma'am" 
She waved the other two in. "John do you have a further assessment of Forvik island?" 


"It used to have trees on it, but they have since all been cut down. With careful selection 
of trees from the neighbouring Shetland islands its feasible to regain tree cover, which 
would help to provide cover and be an extra deterrent for other people coming. There has 
been a history of sheep grazing, presently none. There is no way we can, from farming 
the surface at any rate, produce enough food for the kind of installation you have in mind. 


We will need thorium reactors underground to produce electricity which in turn will be 
used as an energy source for Shewanella and Geobacter bacteria. These will produce 
our food and recycle our sewage. There will be no need for the bacteria to be genetically 


edited to produce cellulose and sufficient quantities of this can be produced from sawdust 
from imported logs. Not the best but biologically adequate. If we're lucky we just may be 
able to produce our own cellulose, but I've given higher priority to other survival projects 
first." 


"Keep it that way. Anything else?" 


“Compiling educational material for staff children. Once we have basic survival and 
education done we can look to better cuisine and using higher animals, such as chickens, 
for food." 


"Simon". 


"From a mining drilling perspective what you're asking for is nothing special. No one will 
have to do anything new. Furthermore there is an elongated inlet on the island which 
gives us natural cover for most of our operations. We won't be able to keep it totally 
secret, but you know, out of sight out of mind. We can get men in who've worked on low 
key projects before. Especially available with the Australian mining boom over. | can get 
an initial team operating in two weeks. 


Once we're done you're going to need a builder, but I'm not the guy to help you find a 
good one." 


"Can you start short listing miners for a probable go ahead.", she asked. 
"Yes. l'Il get on to it straight away." 


"Thank you for your time gentlemen. You all know what to do. John, I'd like a few minutes 
of your time." 


"Any concerns?", he asked 


"You mentioned that Forvik island had a history of grazing sheep. Sheep, like other 
herbivores, are susceptible to anthrax are they not?" 


"Yes. While its true that their spores can lie in the ground for a long time. | honestly 
wouldn't be concerned. Notwithstanding that | did suggest chickens." He could tell from 
the look on her face that he had just make an irrelevant point. "Why do you ask?, he 
asked. 


"Because we're not as civilised as the British government.", she said with an icy chill in 
her voice. 


"Got you." 


Chapter 28 - No More Sheds 


Andy sighed. "So you're expecting me to put the sheds on the back burner and spend 
that money on logs to be eaten by termites because a bacteria whisperer told me the end 
is nigh, or did | miss something intelligent." 


"You haven't missed anything intelligent. You've forgotten something intelligent. The 
purpose of the homestead is to keep you alive and well fed in times of catastrophe. You 
anticipated a human disaster, but Mother Nature has jumped the queue. So lets say, 
hypothetically, that | am wrong. | have had several ideas for this project that have had 
savings roughly equivalent to two thirds the cost of the sheds. These ideas have also 
increased the human carrying capacity of the homestead. Over time | am likely to have 
more ideas, so the net effect of my presence would still exceed the cost of the sheds." 


"And what exactly is your stake in this. It seems all too altruistic for me.", he took mental 
note of the thinly veiled threat. 


"You're quite correct it is. | need somewhere to stay as well." 
"| suppose you'll be wanting your parents along." 

"And Daniel." 

"So that's an extra six" 

"Four actually", Imogen replied. 

"So Daniel's parents aren't coming along?" 

"Nah, fuck 'em" 


Andy looked at Daniel for confirmation. "Imogen's right and maybe this is just a far-right 
thing but | would much prefer it for them to fuck each other." 


Andy felt better for hearing that - he to had had an emotionally sterile childhood. "How 
many are you bringing", asked Imogen. 


Andy thought for a moment and suddenly realised that he had no one special. 
Subconsciously he was playing the saviour so that others would find him of value. Now 
that the crunch time was approaching he had no one to share warmth with. No one cared 
about him except maybe these strange adolescents. Or did she have some other angle. 
"If this disaster is as big as you Say it is then the National Oceanic and Atmospheric 
Administration or NOAA will be involved since the climate will be affected. Now if you can 
hack into them and get some kind of proof of involvement then I'll go along with your 
plan." 


It was Daniels turn to speak. "I had some doubts as well Andy. The correct terminology is 
cracking. Anyway | got some PDF's and emails last night." 


"What, that easy?", asked Andy 
"What do you think this is, Hollywood" 
"Don't worry, l've got a real challenge for you after.", said Imogen 


Andy looked at the PDF's. They seemed to have the 'right' kind of content to back up 


Imogen's claims. Of course they could be forged, but maybe they weren't. He needed to 
trust. They weren't asking for additional money and certainly none to be spent on 
themselves, just divert previously committed funds. "Ok, if | say yes. Can these termites 
be put over the hard clay soil areas so they can make it more porous." 


"Yes, that would make it more suitable for growing trees. Another bonus is that seepage 
from the abattoir will keep going for another 10 years due to the slow movement of 
discharge through the hills porous rock. As you may recall that fuels the composting 
process for deep litter chickens. Just that little stretch alone, which due to the way the 
water flows can't be expanded, can produce enough protein to keep 10 people 
indefinitely." 


"So what kind of carrying capacity can you get to?" 


"A lot depends on the timing of the eruption. Going by gut feel, with termites/earthworms 
to chickens to people about 50 adults. Cut out the middle man and your looking at 200, 
but it would be a very dour existence for them. But I guess it's better than dying." 


Andy figured the wood would cost about $25,000. Maybe a bit less with quantity discount. 
That was the firewood rate, maybe $20,000 if he were lucky. Another $10,000 for water 
distillation and earthworm equipment because they would also be playing a big part in 
recycling wastes and food production. Besides if the disaster didn't eventuate he could 
always turn the homestead into some kind of permaculture/touristy thing. His mobile rang. 
It was Tracy. "You guys don't know your wood markets too well. 100 tonnes of wood chips 
delivered for $7,000 which will also reduce the energy consumption of the wood grinder 
for the sawdust." Andy thanked her. "OK, lets do it. Tracy will call you when the wood's on 
site." 


Lü Zhi got the IT department on the intercom. "I have received a message on my internal 
email account. | want it traced so | can find out who the joker is." 


It was George who took the call. "What time did you get the email?" 

"3:47AM today" 

"Ah, that one. Lets take a look. Mars has 1/3 atmospheric pressure. Contact me when 
you're convinced. Imogen MacBeth, Albany Western Australia Ok, view email source 
code. Whoa, looks like a handcrafted message. No senders email address. I'll see what | 
can do to track down the source. These aren't supposed to be possible on our system 
unless you really know what you're doing." 


"Can you spare me the cliches and get on with it." 


"No problem." 


Chapter 29 - Red Planet Redemption 


A few days later the orbiter of New Worlds Exploration had parked itself into orbit around 
Mars. LU Zhi addressed the meeting. "On most projects of this nature there are two 
scorecards. One for the public and one for internal use. | am pleased to see a perfect 
result on both scorecards... What is it John." 


"Message from Trevor. He believes the remote spectrophotometer is malfunctioning as its 
reporting one third atmospheric pressure on the ground." 


"Don't we have a spare one of those to verify." 


"We do but we have to eject the first one to bring the second one online. There is always 
a possibility that the second one not working, leaving us with none." 


Lu Zhi considered the message she got a few days earlier. "Can the first one be ejected 
so that it crashes into Mars and ascertain the density of Mars' atmosphere by the length 
of time it takes to reach the ground." 


"Not accurately, but if you want a second method ballpark confirmation of the first method 
then yes, stroke of brilliance." 


"Proceed." 


She turned her attention back to the meeting. "Assuming confirmation this is good news. 
But can anyone tell me how we get to this stage and have such a big surprise?" 


John offered a possible explanation. "Several things come to mind. If you claim that Mars 
has a very thin atmosphere its easier to convince everyone that it's dead. If the Earth is 
the only planet with life then the government is in charge of everything. If life is 
everywhere then the government is only in charge of a pale blue dot. Secondly NASA 
may have covered it up fearing that if life gets discovered then public funds may well dry 
up. But whatever the reason we believed it because this is what we have all been told 
and never had need to question it. 


But, now that we know better, you know those ground photos of Mars. Well the sky is 
quite bright. In an extremely thin atmosphere you would expect it to be a lot darker. Then 
the Spirit rover got mud on its wheel back in 2010, another indicator that the atmosphere 
is greater than 1% of Earths. On the other side of the coin however both NASA and the 
ESA have supplied us with a great deal of scientific leg work that has been invaluable to 
the progress we have made so far. For now we do need to be on our toes. As we 
overtake NASA we will be doing all of our research and this kind of problem will self 
resolve." 


"| guess it also makes talk of terraforming Mars a little less bat shit crazy.", added Simon. 
"Does this set us back in anyway?", asked Lü Zhi. 


"No.", John replied, "It means that all our equipment has been tested to a higher standard 
than necessary. You could argue that we have spent a few more million than what we 
have needed to, but since Mars is a stepping stone anyway we would have had to have 
spent it sooner or later. This of course raises another motivation for NASA's atmosphere, 
Mars captures the public imagination so funds under the Mars project are really being 
used for asteroid and interplanetary moon mining. But that's just speculation." 


"Some of my exploration vehicles will need their designs reworking.", added Simon, 


"They will need to be more streamlined so they don't get blown away by the wind. Not a 
lot of work really, doesn't affect critical time path. The radar dish would also need to be 
recessed into the body of the vehicle with a sliding door for protection." 


"What are these vehicles looking for?", asked Karl. 


"Deep sand and ice. Its the reverse of mining. Instead of finding a big lump of rock and 
drilling to make a habitat we find sand and glue it together with John's magic potion.", 
Simon answered. 


"Well that's it for today people. Once again congratulations on a most successful 
mission." 


Lu Zhi got on to George. "Did you trace that message." 


"Yes. Then things got really interesting. Firstly there really is an Imogen MacBeth from 
Albany Western Australia. ASIO considered her a person of interest because she hada 
massive IQ jump around the age of 7. No one knows why so they gave up on it. Hada 
psychotic self harming episode but since then is improving her old mans business for him. 
He's expanding rapidly and is a builder. | heard you were looking for one." 


Lü Zhi thought hard. The logical option would be to send some trusted agent to meet her. 
She caught Brett from the corner of her eye. "Forvik update". Brett smiled, "Stuart has 
agreed to our terms provided we backfill our operations once we have completed our 
operations there. Just this second received the signed agreement. Contractually it's all 
go. I've told Simon." 


Well that had gone rather smoothly she thought. She had fears of time lost through 
haggling. An email came through on her phone informing her that the second 
spectrophotometer was working and confirmed the first reading of atmospheric pressure 
and the timing of descent of the first soectrophotometer also indicated a similar pressure. 
All operations of the company were going smoothly and better than expected with nothing 
requiring her attention for the next few days. There was the New York tech expo coming 
up but with the thought of at least 80% of attendees dead when the volcano erupts it just 
didn't seem relevant. She followed on her gut feel and instructed her receptionist to 
arrange a meeting with Imogen. 


"Daniel, are your folks home" 

"No why" 

"I'm coming over. Something big has happened." 

Imogen was one of those 'something big is always happening’ type of people thought 
Daniel but with two exceptions. The 'bigs' did happen and big kept on getting bigger. A 
few minutes later he heard her moped pull up out the front. He opened the door "what's 


up?" 


"Got a reply, an invite from the email you sent...", she saw a confused look on his face, 
"the one to New Worlds Exploration." 


"Bullshit, no way." 
"Yes way. Are we alone for the next few hours?" 
"Probably but it's not like we communicate." 


"Ok, lets go to your room. You'll need to be sitting down for this." 


They seated, facing each other. "Fuck Imogen are these people pissed with us." 


"No. Let me start at the beginning. If someone were possessed by a demon how would 
you know?" 


"Don't they make strange creepy noises and have their limbs in funny positions." 
"No, that's Hollywood." 
"Ok, what about ranting against God and shit like that." 


"You're not even close", Imogen told him, "it is extremely difficult to tell. You see here's 
the problem. We have all got human bodies and we all know how we got here, but how 
did our minds, our spirit, get into our bodies. How do you know that the spirit matched the 
species. Was the spirit existing or did the spirit come into existence as the nervous 
system grew. What if | told you that these possibilities are not mutually exclusive." 


"Apart from being totally confused. Ok, maybe this is a dumb question, but if what you're 
saying is true then what is the big deal. | mean we're all here, lets work out the grand gift 
of life together." 


Imogen smiled, "Have you ever watched the movie ‘Invasion of the Body Snatchers’. It's 
about these plants that sends out tendrils to sleeping humans, kills them in the process of 
duplicating their bodies and upon waking they are of a different character. Ok, so its one 
thing to destroy an existing mind, but if there is no mind in the host to start with then what 
is the problem. It sure feels wrong doesn't it." 


Daniel nodded. Imogen continued. "Well humans are a social species, if some of those 
biological humans have non human minds then they are going to see humanity as being 
different from themselves, that the rest of the world is there for them to use as required, 
much like humans use chickens and other domesticated animals. Like, oh dear this is 
beginning to sound like the illuminati already. 


Now I'm going to get into the really big concepts. The universe is jam packed full of life, | 
mean the fucking shit is everywhere. But nearly all of it is microbial. Now taking this 
planet, not only has multicellular life existed for only a fraction of the time that life has but 
even now, when you look on the tree of life, multi cellular life only forms a tiny fraction of 
that. Now here is the really big thing you don't know. Intelligence is almost as common as 
the microbes. You see bacteria and archaea can communicate via chemicals or by 
naturally occurring protein based nanowires. 


Chapter 30 - The Nature Of Demons 


While it may seem contrary to your way of thinking that bacteria can be intelligent, a few 
transhumanists believe that the human mind can be uploaded on to computers. 
Computers are only silicon switches, each one by themselves far simpler than a bacteria. 
In fact the only reason why nerve cells evolved is speed of thought, not depth of thought. 


However while intelligent life is pretty much everywhere technological civilisations are 
pretty rare indeed. To have a technology you have to harness energy to a machine. To 
have a space faring technology you have to harness external energy to a machine. At the 
very least you need lots of oil. It really helps to have nuclear power if you're going to jump 
to the next star. But before you work your way up to nuclear you need lots of oil. To make 
use of the oil you need an oxygen atmosphere to burn it in. That atmosphere cannot have 
constantly strong winds, which are surprisingly common in the universe. 


You also need a strong body that lives on land. A squid cannot rub two sticks together to 
make fire because it's underwater. To live on land you cannot be on a planet that's too big 
because the gravity will not only make it impossible for a spaceship to leave, but the 
tectonic plates will not rise above sea level. On the other hand the planet cannot be too 
small because the atmosphere will be too thin for fire to burn hot enough. A strong body 
needs high energy fuel, which is a lot more practicable when you're orbiting around a sun 
which burns brighter than a red dwarf. But if our sun was much bigger then its life would 
be too short for intelligent life to have evolved and the extra ultraviolet radiation would 
have burned surface life to a crisp. 


While most of these factors may not be that improbable by themselves, put them all 
together and we are living on an extremely unusual planet. To put it bluntly Earth is a 
galactic freak show. We are prejudiced to see this as normal because this is where we 
have been born, it is what we have evolved to survive in and it is all that we know. 


Having said that life's progress on Earth was held back for well over a billion years 
because of a scarcity of the element molybdenum. This is needed for the efficient fixation 
of nitrogen from the atmosphere to form proteins. If a large meteor of molybdenum had of 
smashed into us 4 billion years ago we would already have colonised this galaxy and 
Andromeda." 


"And you know all this just by touching that meteorite?" 


"Most of it from touching the meteorite. I'm getting to that. What do you think life on Earth 
is up to in the long term." 


"Finding, feeding and reproduction?" 


"That goes without saying and that's short term stuff. No, in the long term life here has got 
a problem. In a few billion years it will decidedly be in the wrong place due to the 
expanding sun. It has to get off or it will perish. So guess what, you humans evolved. Now 
there is the technology to colonise Mars and soon beyond." 


Daniel spoke slowly, he had picked up the slip. "You said 'you humans' as if you weren't 
one yourself. Are you?" 


Imogen smiled, "I was going to save that for later on tonight, at just the right moment but 
you're stealing my thunder. Physically I'm human, biologically I'm human, but my spirit is 
a Djinn - a type of demon." 


Daniel felt a chill go through him and he felt his balls rise in fear. She wouldn't have 


brought him this far just to kill him. It then occurred to him that no girl had ever liked him 
because Imogen wasn't one in spirit. He had never had any acceptance from his own 
kind, if a demon was what it took to take away the loneliness and to have his skills and 
contributions recognised and to be treated with dignity then what the hell. He wouldn't be 
a traitor to his ‘own kind' because he had never been accepted as one of them and so 
therefore there was nothing to betray. Fuck humans, fuck 'em all. "So what defines you as 
a demon? You've always treated me well." 


"We demons do get a bad press. If you think of President Trump's treatment - well it is 
very bad for a human - demons get it a lot worse. A demon is simply a spirit from hell. So 
what is hell. Hell is the biological cyber reality, the plennum, created by the collective 
intelligence of the worlds microbes, most of which are lithotrophs - which are bacteria and 
archaea living in the Earth's regolith. The bottom of hell is too hot for life because, as you 
know, the Earth has a molten core. 


It wasn't ordinarily intended for demons to live in the light. It was intended that humans 
start as a new soul. This keeps the spirit world fresh. This is done by infantile amnesia 
where the brain rewires itself and in the process of this rewiring memories are destroyed 
along with any demon that may have possessed the child at birth. 


Chapter 31 - Dinosaurs - The Real Reptillian Elite 


However there are always exceptions. Things can go wrong in biology. When | was a little 
girl | had a viral infection in my brain. You only get to hear about viral infections when they 
do a lot of harm. This didn't do a lot of damage, in fact any damage done was easily 
repaired. It did however interfere with the process of infantile amnesia, which normally 
would have left me a bit of a dullard. However by coincidence my Mum went visiting a 
friends and they got chatting like women do. | wondered off into the backyard where the 
chickens were kept, deep littered over decaying leaves. 


Just then the vicious dog saw me and | scrambled into the chicken run not realising that 
the dog was unable to follow me. | hid myself under the leaves and in the compost. The 
high carbon dioxide of the compost sent me to sleep and my Mum was trying to find me. | 
was found some hours later when the hen scratched away and revealed me. In the 
meantime the compost provided a gateway into hell and | became possessed by a 
dinosaur goddess." 


"| thought Djinn were of Arabic origin.", asked Daniel. 


"The Arabs were the first to recognise the dinosaur spirits as not human but they didn't 
know the true nature of what they were dealing with. It's a little known but well respected 
fact that the spinal cord of birds do a lot of information processing, like wing coordination 
during flight. However it doesn't stop there. Most of a birds thinking is done in its spinal 
cord with the brain dealing with reflexes. A lot of the dinosaurs were super intelligent and 
the reason for their long tails were to house more processing power. Of course the rest of 
the body had to be re-balanced to take into consideration the long tail, not the other way 
around. 


When the asteroid hit 65 million years ago the dinosaurs were physically wiped out. 
However their minds were stored within the collective consciousness of bacteria. Deep 
underground there is this huge network of bacteria having extremely slow metabolism. In 
total these bacteria outweigh humanity by a factor of 300. Because of their depth they are 
unaffected by the calamities of the surface and so they act as a repository of information 
in times of catastrophe, much like the appendix, once considered useless, functions as a 
repository for beneficial bacteria in humans." 


"So the dinosaurs were the titans punished by the hand of God and imprisoned in a 
mountain of rock, like in the Greek mythology?", asked Daniel. 


"The truth has a strange way of leaking out over time. So some of these dinosaur minds 
have made their way into mammals without having the social obligations to the human 
species. Some feel vengeance that their own species was wiped out and go on killing 
sprees and others accept responsibility that their 145 million year reign was ended 
because the dinosaurs didn't have a space program. So David Icke is almost right. The 
world is being run by reptiles, but not from the stars, they are simply our own dinosaurs 
that have refused to die in spirit. A key way to detect their influence is when large masses 
of people act against their own survival instincts." 


"Well right now | really cannot see the sense of what's going on in Europe. It's like the 
white race is determined to commit self genocide.", said Daniel in a confused voice. 


"While it's true that Europe is a human tragedy in the making, Europe has propelled 
civilisation enormously. The best of Europe went to the New World to escape religious 
persecution. Since then there has been a trickle of the best from Europe to America. 
America has also been a melting pot with the best of each race rising to the top. Now that 
everything is in place for the colonisation of Mars the vast quantities of energy consumed 


by Europe are no longer necessary. So the question becomes how do the spirits of the 
underworld destroy a civilisation when for most part we have no physical presence. 


When humans were being designed by us we built in a psychological self destruct 
algorithm. Ants also self destruct when their colonies get too large. Humans have several 
in fact. The most potent of these is political correctness, the others are shame and guilt. 
Once this is activated we only have to concentrate on influencing a few sociopathic 
billionaires to fund media campaigns and where such campaigns would have failed 
hopelessly before, all of a sudden they take hold. Political correctness is people working 
together for the common self demise. Is it not self evident that humans are a social 
creature, yet under political correctness one half of the white population, namely men, are 
deemed untrustworthy, perverted and destructive. However the same feminists who 
complain about the sexist office thermostat defend themselves being raped by illegal 
immigrants. The white race has reduced its breeding to an unsustainable level. They 
have embraced leaders who seek white genocide. They pride themselves in being 
civilised enough to welcome their own extinction. Ask yourself, is this the behaviour of a 
race of people who are in charge of their own destiny. If it wasn't for us demons their self 
destructive behaviour could be used to disprove Darwin. 


Europe will collapse and | mean collapse both suddenly and badly, so badly that those left 
will starve. The World Seed Bank has been fully stockpiled for the next ice age which will 
hit Europe hard. Europes leaders will ration housing and heating strongly in favour of the 
refugees causing the white race to revolt. The police and military will be called in to shoot 
them down like dogs while the refugees continue to molest their women. This will cause a 
revolution which shall crash the European civilisation, leaving the survivors to starve and 
freeze in the barren landscape. The result will be a freeing up of fossil fuels for America to 
get to Mars." 


"So everything bad happening in Europe is down to demons!", Daniel half asked. 


"Well not everything. Like any other group of people organised crime adapts to change 
and right now they have got things very easy. The refugees do the raping, that leaves the 
victims vulnerable for drug abuse. Refugees can do the drug pushing and the police don't 
investigate because that's being racist. If they want an enemy to disappear then once 
again refugees come in handy because it would be racist for the police to go after them. If 
the enemy confines himself to safe places then a feminazi can be hired to claim he raped 
her. In fact organised crime thrives in a politically correct society. 


But the elites have another reason for destroying Europe and it's one that you haven't 
heard of in the mainstream media and heavily censored in the alternative media. The 
European pagan Renaissance had to be quashed. It is Christianity that has civilised the 
white race into hierarchical societies. However not only has the grip of Christianity 
weakened but the old pagan religions were making a comeback through the alternative 
music industry, especially the genre of symphonic metal. The globalists decided to nip 
this movement in the bud should the rest of the world see its benefits. The globalists don't 
realise that they are being played by us demons and the musicians who began 
symphonic metal are not aware that they got their inspiration from us either.", Imogen 
concluded. 


"How does crime increase in a politically correct society. | mean its so counter intuitive, 
just saying.” 


"Ok, Young women are getting most of the opportunities. Young men either give up or, if 
they are tough enough, make their own opportunities. They can't make their own 
Opportunities in a society that alienates so out of necessity they become criminals. 
Women can't find themselves a strong man unless they find a criminal. So the best of 
their children grow up where one parent is a criminal and so you very quickly get these 
highly intelligent criminals who can get the refugees to do their dirty work. Not only have 


they got the mainstream media to cover everything up for them but they don't have to 
bribe the police any more because they've got their hands tied behind their backs due to 
political correctness. If the ice age doesn't get them, this will." 


Chapter 32 - Conquering Gods 


"Slugs! He created slugs. They can't hear! They can't speak! They can't operate 
machinery! | mean, are we not in the hands of a lunatic?... If | were creating a world, | 
wouldn't mess about with butterflies and daffodils. | would have started with lasers, eight 
o'clock, day one! - Evil Genius - Time Bandits 


Daniel's mind was reeling from the paradigm shift and could think of nothing further along 
this line of thought, at least not for now. He decided a new tack. "Why is it that you guys 
are called fallen angels or is that just propaganda from the opposition?" 


Imogen smiled "Yes, we are called the fallen ones. However the propaganda lies in the 
reason for the naming. You are taught because we were cast down from heaven. While 
the Earth has and continues to be seeded from space the density of microbes are far too 
low for any emergent consciousness to arise. That only happened after life got going on 
Earth with large enough patches of high density life. Fallen like most words are relative in 
their description. When something is walking or flying around and it dies it drops to the 
ground and you call that fallen because that's about as low as its physical body can get. 
However the mind can survive death and can be hosted by the very bacteria that eat 
away at the brain and if the body has dropped in a good place, like a forest with deep leaf 
litter then the mind can live within that layer of bacteria and then move into the ground 
and be hosted by the litho-bacteria. This, of course, involves a huge slow down of thought 
process. So we are called fallen not because we have fallen on to the ground but 
because we have fallen into the ground. We have fallen further." 


"And how can you prove to me that you are the good guys and that the god of Abraham is 
the enemy, or are some things a matter of faith?" 


"If | were truly evil | would answer your question with all the arguments for and against 
raised by the clerics and their detractors throughout the ages and occupy your lifespan 
with mundane debate. At the end of your life | could say to Jesus: here is someone who 
spent their whole life thinking about you. Such a waste. But instead I'll take just a few 
minutes of your time. Consider that eventually the sun is going to expand and humanity 
will die if it doesn't colonise other planets. In order to travel to the stars to escape this fate 
you not only have to leave the Garden of Eden, but you have to leave it through the Tree 
of Knowledge. This gift was brought to you by Lucifer who describes himself as the 
Morning Star. Not the Morning Sun, but the Morning Star. We are not meant to huddle our 
fragile bodies around one flickering star for warmth like so many stone age teletubbies 
but to look up to the diamond studded night sky, declare it to be of our domain and 
embrace the universe as conquering gods." 


"So where do | fit in? How do | know when I'm dealing with a human or a demon? It's all a 
bit overwhelming.", said Daniel self consciously. 


Chapter 33 - The Merciless Truth 


You live out your lives in this shell of flesh. Self-contained, separate. How lonely you are. 
How terribly lonely. - Star Trek - In Truth There Is No Beauty. 


"Well you haven't freaked out so that puts you way ahead of the pack. For now you fit in 
by being groomed by me for greater things. Now for the tricky question of human or 
demon and in generations to come or alien." Imogen locked eyes with him. "Why does it 
matter?" 


"C'mon. What kind of a fucking question is that." 


"You're thinking from a species centric point of view, but you can have very bad of both 
and very good of both. Humans are simply another spanner in your toolbox. If one is 
doing a good job it gets a good life, if it's doing a bad job then you either re-educate it or 
kill it.". She saw Daniel flinch. "Tell me Daniel how many humans do you think pass the 
human test of what it takes to be human." 


"| didn't know there was a standard test" 


"No there's not. But it usually goes something like this 


The chimpanzee/bonobo etc has 99% of the same genes as a human. But what 
separates them from us is our ability to plan years ahead, even centuries. We 
have abstract thought to guide our behaviour instead of relying solely on 
instincts. We can construct our own language and social structures. We have 
writing and can pass our wisdom down through the generations. 


Now all this sounds high and noble but how many people can actually claim these 
abilities. The truth is not many. Most think what they're told to think. Just look at all the 
indigenous people around the world. Between 250,000 to 500,000 children go blind each 
year due to vitamin A deficiency. Who put these people on such a crap diet. Vitamin A is 
common in plants and chicken liver is full of it. How is it possible for them to ignore what 
their own bodies are telling them. They don't have their own thoughts. 


In the so-called developed countries you have gangrenous diabetic feminists gorging 
themselves to ever greater depths of vomit inducing repulsiveness, shedding years from 
their lifespan, rather than have any attractiveness left for the white men they have been 
programmed into hating. Meanwhile you have mothers poisoning their children with 
excessive sugar so that they can be a loving mother. In Europe you have Germany where 
the people have repeatedly voted for a chancellor who hates Germany. In Sweden and 
Germany people will rather see their women get molested than be called a racist. 


America is always willing to send the best of their youth off to foreign lands and die there 
for freedom. But when they get a taste of this freedom on their own soil they are the ones 
who start behaving like terrorists. 


But getting back to the third world. The reason why the globalists brainwashed the people 
into a low vitamin A diet. Because it also holds back neurological development of the 
people, making them less than human. Turning them into automatons for slave labour 
living out their miserable wretched lives in exchange for the whisper of a better tomorrow. 


So tell me Daniel, which one do you think is closer to you, which one is ‘one of your own’. 
Is it the virtue signalling Swedish cuck who stands idly by while his family gets beaten up 
and raped by refugees, is it the people from the third world who watch their family starve 


while they grovel before American symbolism while being brainwashed by American 
consultants who are reducing them to shallow nothingness or is it the demon who has 
cognitive abilities at least as equal to your own?" 


"The thing is", said Daniel as he struggled to express himself. "There's something deeper 
here. We are talking about the species which gave rise to my existence. Like | belong 
with them." 


"And where was this human togetherness during the wars of history. It gets arbitrarily 
divided between 'us' humans and ‘them’ humans with the 'them' humans being 
dehumanised by the 'us' humans propaganda. What you're feeling is a herding instinct. 
Throughout your life you've been denied acceptance by your own kind, which is harsh, 
very very harsh. Now that you sense your true abilities, now that you believe in yourself 
you're thinking that you can cut the Gordian knot of loneliness. All you would be doing is 
setting yourself up for round 2 of emotional abuse. 


Most of the worlds people have rejected intelligence, they have become domesticated to 
the fantasy world built around them by the mass media and technology. Apart from their 
physical bodies they are not of your kind, by their decision, not yours. You'll be just finally 
agreeing with them. Join us and soar up high, transcend your species and step up to 
godhood." 


Imogen could tell Daniel was wavering toward her cause, that the conversion was nearing 
completion. The idea had been set in his mind and the juggernaut of evolution was 
moving throughout his mind and body. Over the next few weeks his relationship with 
humanity would go from fellow livestock to farmer. 


"We shall be having a coffee with Lü Zhi." 


Lü Zhi touched down in Albany airport. It was a nice part of the world, fresh sea air and 
cool temperate greenery. She was keeping a low profile during this visit, just another 
tourist. She carried her own luggage, queued up to hail a cab and asked for the free wifi 
password as she checked into a 3 star local hotel. 


She quickly showered and changed into some second hand clothes. Slightly faded jeans 
and a blouse with one off-white button. Not the sort of thing a man would notice unless he 
was really looking. She was feeling peckish and ducked off to Maccas. Imogen and 
Daniel had arrived ahead of her. Although swapping selfies was a pretty good method of 
identification they had chosen to do verify the old fashioned James Bond way. 


"By the time these burgers get over here from the eastern states they have gone stale." 
"That's not a problem when the cockroaches have finer tastes.", replied Imogen. 


"You've certainly managed to pack a lot of expertise into your young years.", began Lü 
Zhi 


"Excuse my lack of digital etiquette", Imogen began, "I have solutions to your Mars 
colonisation project" 


"We are not exactly inundated with problems in that area. Of course it's a challenge, but | 
have confidence in my team." 


"I'm sure you couldn't have picked a better team. While John's nanobots will self 
assemble into an orbital supercomputer, they will not be able to guide the calcium 
precipitation of bacteria needed for the construction of your colonies. He is heading 
toward a technological dead end, he just doesn't know it yet." 


"You seemed to have gained much from your uninvited intrusion." 


"If it's any consolation your systems are more secure than the 3PLA, which in turn leaves 
the NSA for dead.", put in Daniel 


"Daniel is at your disposal should you wish to enhance your security, but thats just the 
entrée. The real reason for this meeting is so you don't fuck up on Mars." 


"And why is that important to you?" 

"It really would help to get off this planet before Yellowstone National Park blows." 
"And if that doesn't then the group under the Antarctica ice sheet will." 

"And?", LU Zhi paused 


"Before | answer that, for credibility purposes, | want to tell you something deeply 
personal about yourself that only you would know. I'll need your hand for a few minutes." 


The hand was offered. "I hope we're not starting a slippery slope down to irrationality 
here." 


Imogen held her hand. "It was just after your fourth birthday party had finished. There was 
one child left to be picked up. His father came, locked the child in the car. He then came 
back and raped your Mother. You were angry at the man for what he had done. But you 
were also angry at your Mother for being so emotionally weak that the trauma would 
affect how you would be brought up by her. You decided to kill the man to help your 
Mother recover. You did so several weeks later by putting weedkiller in his saké." 


"You're right, | have never told anyone that. So, what is the big surprise you have for 
me?" 


Daniel was expecting LU Zhi to be visibly shaken by the recollection. But if she was she 
showed no sign of it. 


"Two big surprises. First up, in digging up your old memories | also discovered that you 
are part demon. This explains your high IQ and your lack of sensitivity to certain events 
which humans attach importance to. Search your inner feelings, you know of what | 
speak." 


"We can catch up on that later. Why is my success with Mars so important. If | don't 
succeed you know someone else will sooner or later." 


"| believe | have discovered a probe, in fact | am sure of it. To be corny, | believe we are 
being watched from the timeless worlds of space. | have discovered a meteor inhabited 
by bacteria engineered for data collection. It landed at a friends farm. There is no chance 
of someone else finding this and them knowing what they are looking at. 


If you showed Isaac Newton an XBox 360 the technology would be beyond him. So he 
would dismantle it and categorise the components as best as he could. At the end of this 
work he would still have no inkling as to the Grand Theft Auto world that the XBox 360 
simulates. Likewise people are only going to find a carbonaceous chondrite meteor. 


Chapter 34 - Together At Last 


Lü Zhi thought carefully. There was no way that Imogen could have known about the 
weedkiller without the information leaking from herself somehow. That kind of narrowed 
the possibilities down. Secondly contact seemed to be important. There was no legal risk 
as a four year old would not be held accountable for her actions and it was that long ago 
that rehabilitation had obviously taken place. This was, of course, that you could geta 
jury to believe the story in the first place. She was always on the lookout for talent, 
especially talent that could be more on the pulse of important projects than her already 
brilliant team were. "So, how do you know these things?" 


"Apart from breaking into your computers, which was all Daniels talent, the information 
leakage came from bacteria, which forms your microbiome and mine. | have a conscious 
connection with them. Unusual biology - but nothing supernatural. | can do other things 
with bacteria, especially in the area of biobricks. Instead of making square bricks | can 
define a shape. So lets say we have a desert and we pour the right solution on the sand 
for the bacteria to precipitate calcium then | can tell that bacteria to make the shape of an 
underground room or rooms. It solves Johns problem with the nanobots. At least from a 
results perspective." 


Lu Zhi considered the idea. She didn't like the fact that she would be dependent on one 
person. However what one person could do another could do with training. She wasn't 
conscious of being part demon but the accusation had been metaphorically thrown at her 
enough times for her to consider how one could ever know one way or the other. She was 
what she was and if by some chance that wasn't human why give a fuck. What was 
important was survival and secondly the expansion to the stars. She was far from 
convinced that John's nanobots were a dead end, but neither was she sure that it wasn't. 
If she had to rely on Imogen, at least in the short term, then her strange gift would be a lot 
easier to solve with her being close by. "Specifically then, what is your proposal?", she 
asked. 


This was going better than expected Imogen thought. Maybe at some deep instinctive 
level LU Zhi could sense a kindred spirit. "I wish to travel with you among the stars. | can 
let you have Daniel's help in setting up the computer systems in Forvik Island, | can help 
you form the underground caverns in Bir Tawil and then you can fly Daniel and | back to 
Jerramungup, hopefully before Yellowstone blows. | also want my fathers company to do 
the building on Forvik Island." 


There really wasn't much to consider here. The cost was tiny compared to what would be 
lost in the explosion. If these two proved useful in the 'big nasty surprises’ department 
then she would want them to leave Earth with her. 


Chapter 35 - The Multi-Tasking Pest Controller 


The wood arrived while Imogen was overseas on something important, whatever that 
was. The micro irrigation wasn't enough to cover the wood by a long shot. However that 
was the point, to create a moisture gradient so the termites could get to work in the micro 
climate that suited them best. Tracy took a few snaps of the handiwork for her records. It 
was then she noticed the termite bloke himself. Although he was in the pest control 
industry, Knowing what they liked helped him to find them. It was obvious that he was an 
extremely fit man for his age, being just a few years off retirement. It had been a while ... 


"You must be thirsty after all that big mans work. Do you want to come in for a cuppa?" 
That was all the encouragement he needed. They made small talk for a while until Tracy 
was sure he had fully recovered from his exertion. "Do you like dark women for all your 
posters or was that the last one in the shop?" 


"| tell you what", he said feigning an Indian accent. "The attractive young lady is enticing 
me to indulge in the disgusting act of cunnilingus." Oh that's just so gross thought Tracy. 
Damn it it was his tongue that would be down there. "You know you're being a very 
naughty boy.", she said waving her finger at him in mock severity... 


Chapter 36 - Forvik Island 


Over the coming weeks drilling and blasting commenced using the stopes at Forvik 
Island. When done the inside surface was cable bolted and jetcreted. Then Roger could 
get to work on it. In all there were 10 levels with the thorium reactors going in the second 
to lowest level. In the event of a reactor malfunction the connecting tunnels could be 
blasted and sealed off quickly. What the lowest level was for he could not find out. Food 
and waste recycling was done at the top level. That way, in the event of power failure, 
gravity could do some work in the filtration of water, enabling a time buffer of a few days 
for power repairs. Controlled environment, or vertical, farming was also used with the red 
and blue LED lights being powered by the reactors. 


Roger did suggest a system of mirrors for the plants in case of power failure. But he knew 
that look he got when he first suggested it: there's a reason why that's a bad idea but 
we're not going to tell you why. Oh well, best to drop it. This was a highly lucrative break 
through contract and he wasn't going to rock the boat. One thing that bowled Roger over 
was the amount of technology in this place. Not that he was an expert but he could tell a 
lot from a little. There was a host of sensors connecting from the surface with conduits 
being drilled through the rock. Why not just have solar powered sensors talking with wifi? 
Once again he was met with silence. Maybe NASA or the ESA were externalising risk 
through the private sector and this was some kind of dark side of the moon base 
prototype? Fuck no that can't be right, the dark side of the moon gets just as much 
sunlight as the rest of it, he remembered Imogen saying so when doing her school 
project. It was beyond his wage bracket to solve the mystery. 


The lengths that they had gone to maintain secrecy were staggering. Deliveries were by 
autonomous submarines. There were reversible camouflaged jackets for those going to 
the surface. The outside was grey if you were walking on the rocks and the inside was 
green if you were to walk on the fields. Insulating foam was used on the outer walls to 
prevent heat loss. Not needed when you've got a couple of reactors for energy, but it 
would reduce a heat signature. The cooling system was, of course, automatic. However 
instead of heat being vented to the surface, which would have been the easy thing to do, 
it was vented deep underwater via a heat exchanger. With all the waste recycling there 
would be no tell tale signs of algae blooms or other pollution. On completion Forvik Island 
looked like any other boring piece of rock lost in the North Atlantic. 


Toward the end of the job the decor also caught Rogers attention. Everything had a look 
of functional quality about it, it seemed no expense was spared. But there was no 
differentiation of rank. Sure the beds were comfortable, but they all looked the same, as 
with the other furniture. Had someone designed living quarters for more or less equal 
colleagues and suddenly had more numbers than anticipated, but couldn't afford to waste 
time with incorporating rank in the design? Throughout this project the emphasis had 
been on functional quality, but there was no time lost either. There was no ‘the boss's wife 
doesn't like it' meetings or changes of plan to a more luxuriant layout or other crap like 
that. 


Roger and his team were closing off on the job, making sure that water flowed from the 
taps, the lights switched on, doors closed etc. "Hey Tim, whens the party". Tim was the 
liaison officer, his point of contact for the company. While he didn't come across as very 
experienced for the role he was efficient at his job and amiable enough to get along with. 
Tim shrugged his shoulders. "No oversight, company policy, at least for this job. Ms Zhi 
sends her congratulations on a job well done. As part of your contract we will now fly you 
back to Australia. However", and he pulled a credit card from his pocket, "you have the 
option of holidaying in the UK for two weeks, all expenses paid for the next two weeks so 
you can be quickly on hand if we need you. Your boat to the main land leaves in three 
hours." 


Something within Roger felt very used. Like his work was welcome but he was not. 
Imogens words came back to him. "I can't say anything about this job, but just remember, 
they have different ways of doing things. Don't be offended by it." Roger kept a lid on it 
and brushed it off. "Glad to be of help when a tight schedule's needed. My wife, Darlene, 
is missing me, but thanks for the offer. It's appreciated." He could sense the relief on 
Tim's face, which was at least something. They said their goodbyes. 


Chapter 37 - Out Of His Depth 


William of ASIO disembarked at Heathrow airport. This was a nice little holiday courtesy 
of the Aussie taxpayer. He had a gut feeling that Imogen was avoiding him. With the tech 
advantage he had this seemed ludicrous, but still he was keeping an eye on her due to 
her high IQ so lets be consistent and assume the possibility. Her father had left for the UK 
and her mother had google mapped Forvik Island. Interesting, very interesting. In the true 
spirit of a covert operation he left without telling anyone. He would justify it when he got 
back with a good result. In the cover of night he left Melby bay in a motorised dinghy on 
the way to Forvik Island. 


There was another intelligence that William was heading toward that night. One that he 
knew nothing about. One that defied all imagination. John had been working under LU Zhi 
to build a conscious general intelligent machine. What John came up with was a hybrid 
solution. An octopus, genetically edited for a long life, provided the consciousness and 
generalised intelligence while a supercomputer provided the computational power, speed 
and the specialisation. An octopus was chosen because of it's intelligence and its 
chromatophores provided a relatively easy hardware interface between living nervous 
tissue and silicon. The result was both hideous and deadly. It also coordinated the 
defense system at Forvik Island. 


Unknown to William he was being watched for the simple reason that he was watching 
Imogen. She fell under the entities protection when she met LU Zhi at Maccas. He had 
been tracked from leaving his office through the airports and his journey to the shetlands. 
He could be tracked via security cameras, his voice could be recognised, along with his 
gait and his false credit card. 


The entity had covert weapons of its own. With the help of the team at New World 
Explorations, implants had been embedded into young sharks able to deliver an electrical 
shock. Just enough to give a tickle, but not enough to induce helplessness. The sharks 
were as mentally sharp as their instincts were brutal. The underwater gates at the lowest 
level opened. The precise location of the dinghy was known to the entity due to the 
installed GPS tracker. The sharks were guided to intercept by the entity activating the 
implants. William never knew what hit him. In pitch blackness one of the sharks jumped 
out of the water and took off his head. William had 7 seconds of consciousness left as his 
head hit the water and he could feel the icy coldness drift up his severed carotid artery. 
Then nothing. 


Under guidance the sharks pointed the dinghy out to the open Atlantic while the entity 
cracked the computer system storing the location history of the GPS. There was no need 
to trouble John of this incident. If found it would be concluded that William was the 
unfortunate victim of a random shark attack. The entity was operating well within its 
capacity. 


Chapter 38 - Out Of Her Depth 


Darlene opened a letter from the school. The Principal wanted an explanation for 
Imogen's absence. Somehow it seemed a farce that she was even going to school. No 
scratch that. It seemed a farce that Imogen was her daughter. It wasn't that long ago that 
she was in an observation centre on her way to the nuthouse. Now she had landed Roger 
a secret construction job with an international company on the other side of the world. 
Somehow it all seemed unnerving. 


Karen took a deep breath in her as she heard Darlene's concerns. "I can understand you 
feeling somewhat out of control here. | wish | could give you some kind of answer here. I'll 
be honest with you Darlene, Imogen's prognosis was not good the last time | saw her. 
However I've seen it before, every once in a while someone will go through a trauma and 
all of a sudden they just get it together and they flourish. We can't explain it. So Imogen is 
back home at the moment attending school who now have their paperwork in order. Have 
you discussed this with Roger?" 


Darlene shifted somewhat uncomfortably in her chair. "He has his concerns. But his 
business has also expanded. Roger said that he couldn't put his finger on it but with the 
Forvik job he sensed that he was not dealing with good people. They were honest in their 
dealings but there was just something about them. But Roger says in a few short months 
Imogen will turn 18 and will be making her own decisions anyway. So he is content to tell 
Imogen that she could be walking on thin ice with these people and leave it at that." 


"What was Imogens reaction to that?" 
"She humoured him and well, he humoured her back. Not much achieved I'm afraid." 


Karen paused to collect her thoughts. "I'm not trying to get you to see New World 
Explorations through rose tinted glasses, but they are an international company with less 
than its fair share of scandals. But sooner or later we all have to deal with less than ideal 
people in order to get through life. Maybe you're being over cautious. After all she is off to 
a great start in making her way in the world. Most parents would be absolutely thrilled 
with what's going on. There is something to be aware of however." 


"What's that?", asked Darlene. 


"Often success does not last forever. You may have to be the strong one to catch both 
Imogen and Roger when the bubble bursts." 


Darlene had some time out with a coffee at Due South. A place where she could lose 
herself in the crowd. Sure Karen had done her job, ticked all the boxes, blah blah blah. It 
was like the picture was painted well enough but only part of it was painted. There was 
something deeper happening. Something that gave her a dark sense of foreboding that 
she couldn't put her finger on. 


"Oh, hi there". Darlene was woken from her trance by Glenys. They hadn't seen each 
other in years. The two women hugged. "We moved to Katanning for a little while and 
then we moved to the big city - Sydney. It was then that Joanne really clicked into gear..." 
Darlene knew a boastful mother when she saw one and wanted to get a really good 
insight into how other parents react to high performing children. She decided to give 
Glenys a free pass. "Oh that's good to hear, enlighten me further!", Darlene exclaimed. 


Glenys switched into top gear. "The first sign was the NAPLAN, we just thought that she 
had a lucky day somehow. Then her next school report had shifted from C'ish to B'ish and 
the next was A'ish and then straight A's ever since. We had a specially made cabinet for 


all her awards, including top student for New South Wales. Guess what she looks like 
she's going to be accepted into Harvard on a free scholarship. Here's the zinger, we didn't 
write to them they wrote to us. The other mothers pretend not to believe that little detail 
but we know its all just jealousy don't we dear, oh and they've also got her lined fora 
student exchange program with Shenzhen University. That's China's silicon valley by the 
way..." What would normally be a boring conversation was somehow refreshingly normal 
for Darlene. "Any clouds on the horizon?" 


"There's just one, she's met this boyfriend online who wants to be a matador. | mean for 
goodness sake, can't she find someone a little more civilised. I'm hoping she can find 
someone else ..." Glenys prattled on, it was a full twenty minutes before they got on to the 
topic of their husbands. Darlene glad of the conversation, at least this time round, 
promised to keep in touch. 


Darlene went back home. It was early afternoon and she drifted off on the sofa for a 
dream that was strange indeed. She dreamt she was at this bullfight being held at the 
WACA ground of all places with the crowd cheering on. Holding the red flag was Joanne 
who skillfully fooled the enraged animal again and again, gaining approval of the crowd 
until the mighty beast fell from exhaustion and injury. Joanne left the stadium with the 
crowd screaming admiration behind her. 


Then another bull came into the arena, bigger than the last one and more powerful. 
Instead of Joanne walking into the arena it was Imogen. After an announcement the bull 
was released. With a skill equaling Joannes Imogen also made sport of this creature. 
Then, with graceful movement, Imogen dropped the red flag as the crowd gasped in 
horror. The bull charged. With lightning efficiency Imogen grabbed the behemoth by the 
horns and ripped his head clean off. Holding her prize up high she drank deeply as the 
blood flowed out of his brain. Then the commentator changed into Elon Musk: 'If Imogen 
has a goal and humanity just happens to be in the way, she will destroy humanity as a 
matter of course without even thinking about it. No hard feelings’. Then the crowd turned 
into zombies who caught on fire as they looked into the bulls lifeless eyes. 


Darlene woke with a start. That kind of nailed it, the difference between the two girls. 
Imogen was going to bend the world to her will, tighten her grip and leave humanity just a 
twisted broken wreck on the scrapheap of life. No, no. This can't be real, she had to snap 
out of it. She had an imperfect daughter who had imperfect friends just like any other 
mother in the world. She needed to hold on to that. She reached for her pills. 


Chapter 39 - A New Tribe 
"Anything else | should know", asked Lü Zhi. 


Hamish shook his head. "If for any reason you feel someone could handle this better than 
| then I'd rather be reassigned sooner rather than later." 


"You're a good man Hamish, at the time | thought the best | could find. | still feel that way, 
but this problem is larger than anticipated. | feel you can endure this situation better than 
anyone. So to recap, at the highest level, Bir Tawil has been cut off from the rest of the 
world and they are developing their own morality. That morality not only condemns New 
World Explorations but the rest of humanity as a whole." 


"Aye, it's the resources Ma'am. Technically they have been nothing short of incredible. 
They are fully independent and as far as we can tell will stay that way indefinitely. It's 
looking like they have the capacity to expand, albeit slowly. However there seems to be a 
mood rather than a doctrine of religious zeal that the rest of humanity are destroyers of 
the world and they're the chosen ones to fix it. However they can't for now or in the 
foreseeable future because they have no weapons", Hamish concluded. 


"Are you familiar with the Observer effect. A classic example being checking tyre 
pressure. To measure the pressure the gauge releases some air from the tyre and so 
what has been measured has changed. Hamish what | want you to do is to give into the 
flow of what is happening there. Stop trying to be the policeman and provide detailed 
reports to our psych team of what is going on. Keep yourself safe, we wouldn't want to 
lose you. Specifically tell us if they acquire or manufacture their own weapons, but let the 
movement, the mood, the effect take its own course. | want to know how functional their 
society is, are they a productive team or are they self defeating as a whole. 


This isn't a failure Hamish. The goal is further down the road than we thought. | would 
much prefer to know of these problems before we leave Earth than after. Once their 
society has stabilised we will seek ways of rectification. If they do self destruct we need to 
know how, in detail." 


"The International Space Station has never had these problems?", asked Hamish 


"The difference is they are dependent on supplies from Earth. That kind of dependence 
allows you to kick your dog. Additionally the temporary nature of their mission, ensures 
they respect NASA authority. Your observations will put us way ahead of the game. By 

the way what is their infant mortality rate, that's been previously identified as a religious 
stressor" 


"Hard to give a figure yet, we are not that far into the project. However we have zero 
miscarriages, zero fetal abnormalities detected and zero maternal complications - so far. | 
suspected that luck has played a hand so far. But no, it can't be a factor." 


"It can if it confirms their belief as God's chosen", advised LU Zhi. 


Chapter 40 - Dear Old Dad 


Simon Jenkins handed the crash helmet to Felicity as she mounted the Honda CG-125 
motorcycle. His relationship with Felicity's father had settled down after the first night 
Felicity had taken him home. It was her 17" birthday party. She reminded Simon of 
Supergirl. About half way through the night he put his arm around her. "I know | may be 
only a weak mortal earthling, but I'd still like to really grind your buttocks into the 
concrete". Her father had been standing right behind them and it did not go well for the 
furniture. 


After the ruckus Felicity's mother asked her husband, "who is she going to replace him 
with? I'm not saying judge her, but take an honest look at your daughter. Whatever else 
you may be thinking about this Simon guy at least he's honest and not some smooth 
talking slimy yuppie." So Simon was allowed to come calling on the basis that he 
remembers who's in fucking charge. 


They were heading off to the farm at Jero. Imogen had given him the GPS coordinates of 
the meteorite and he wanted to take a few shots of it. They could access the location 
through one of the back lanes where Tracy would be very unlikely to see them. It was a 
bit of a long ride up since there were two of them on such a small bike. The weather was 
favourable and the stopped for coffee at a roadhouse along the way. Simon had a 
magnum ice-cream and Felicity had a strawberry friand. Felicity started talking. "| wonder 
where all the ups come from. Since we've started we've been through or seen signs for 
Porongurup, Takalarup, Amelup, Gnowangerup, Ongerup and Needilup while on our way 
to Jerramungup”. "How can you remember all that shit?", asked Simon. "Inter school 
spelling competition from a few years back. We won, yay", Felicity laughed. 


Just then a police car pulled up. A few seconds later a police woman, a real looker, got 
out of the car and walked past them to enter the building. As soon as the door closed 
Felicity half whispered "your P plates. How are we going to get back if you get busted.” 
Simon had intentionally left his P plates at home because he couldn't have a pillion 
passenger yet. They quickly hid their helmets behind the trash bin and in order to hide 
her face Felicity started texting as the officer left the building. Not having any suspicions 
she got back into the car. Simon had a smile on his face. "Maybe the Lady officer is going 
to arrest me and escort the prisoner to the Cunnilingerup police station". "You're gross 
and a disgusting pervert", she reprimanded him. Simon lowered his head to one side to 
get in her field of vision. "Is that a smile | can see starting to form there?" "Oh fuck off you. 
Even the name sounds Aboriginal", Felicity broke out laughing. 


Relieved that the officer continued to head toward Albany as she drove away they 
retrieved their helmets and continued their journey. They arrived at the paddock and 
found a break in the hedge. Tracy had not got around to this part of the farm as yet but 
nevertheless Simon took care to avoid anything that looked remotely like a tree seedling. 
Then they saw the blackened crater. 


It really wasn't that much to look at. In fact the only thing of value about it was going to be 
in the telling of tale of coming up here to see it thought Simon. Felicity however was a 
little more curious. They parked the Honda and she got her phone out to take a few 
snaps of it. The camera caught a small bird, a Red-Necked Stint as it flew away on the 
10,000km journey to the artic. Soon she was zooming the display to make sure it was a 
good shot. "Hey Simon the flash caught something shiny". She moved in closer to 
investigate. "They're crystals. I'm sort of into crystal power, well not really but | like the 
feeling of getting into them if you Know what | mean. Like I'm connecting with something 
that has nothing to do with the crystal but its like a placebo if you get my meaning." 
"Yeah, whatever babe. Why don't you pull one off and hang it from the bedroom ceiling”, 
he replied feigning interest. Felicity was already on her hands and knees when a loose 


stone under her knee moved and her hand reflexively slammed down on the sharp 
crystals. "Aaahhh, fuck that hurts", she yelled. Some blood and been drawn but not a lot. 


"Have you had your tetanus shot?" 
"I think so" 


"cos it doesn't have to be a rusty nail. Any deep cut which isn't washed out. Bacteria 
lodge in there and give you tetanus. My old man was watching the Nat Geo channel last 
night that's how | know. Get on, we'll get back to the roadhouse and get the cut washed at 
least." Felicity didn't waste any time. Despite Simon's speed his efforts were way too 
slow. He pulled up and they got off. 


There were no other customers so Simon got the help of the attendant. An Indian migrant 
worker who went beyond the call of duty in cleaning, disinfecting and bandaging up 
Felicity's wound. He assured them that there would be no scaring and that it should heal 
up nicely. They thanked the attendant profusely and completed their journey home. 
"What's your old man gonna say?" 


"He's on a FIFO job in the mines. Will be away for another week. Don't worry about it. 
Mumi'll be ok, she'll just tell me what a silly bitch I've been." 


Chapter 41 - Betrayal 


John was beginning to feel discontent. He didn't know why, but he wanted more. Maybe 
that was a failing of human nature. He had to admit he had a interesting job with a lot of 
autonomy. But the novelty was starting to wear off. He had felt boredom at other times 
and had tried finding himself an exciting woman. However such women tended to do 
what they wanted and not what he wanted. Compliant women were however fucking 
boring. Then he had landed the new job and life got exciting again. But he had reached 
the stage where his world had been reduced to two kinds of projects. The doable but 
boring and the flat out impossible. Since he was the best they could find the flat out 
impossible ones didn't go away. 


Things looked as if they might change for the better when Lü Zhi found those weird shit 
teenagers. But they avoided him. Not that he could learn from them. Imogen had a gift 
not a skill. It wasn't something you could pick up from her. As for Daniel he didn't say 
much. He had the strange feeling that wasn't Daniel's fault. He couldn't figure out whether 
it was because of LU Zhi or Imogen. Either way he was slowly being pushed to the fringe 
and the hate and paranoia was slowly encircling and tightening its grip on his peace of 
mind. He had made friends with his counterparts from competitors at the NASA seminars. 
Maybe a little industrial espionage would make the world a fairer place. 


Chapter 42 - No Pain No Gain 


Felicity woke up feeling like crap. She staggered out of bed, got to the toilet, relieved 
herself, washed her hands and drank deeply. She was sweating. On her way back to the 
bedroom her mother caught sight of her in the corridor. "Oh, goodness me you look bad. 
I'll call...". Felicity disappears into her bedroom and something crashed to the floor. Her 
mother followed to see her daughter unharmed from the collision with the coat stand but 
lying on the bed greedily consuming cashew nuts from the bedside drawer. She dialed 
Great Southern Medical Services. "Hello, yes, this is Helen Perkins, my daughter Felicity 
suddenly has a fever, I'm very worried...". Luckily an appointment was booked in half an 
hours time. It was rushed but they got there. 


Dr Bailey pressed the button and a second later withdrew the thermometer from Felicity's 
ear. "You're really not feeling too comfortable are you young lady. An elevated 
temperature but not life threatening. At least not for now. I've just come from the hospital 
and fortunately they have spare capacity right now. Helen, I'd like Felicity to be admitted 
for observation as a precaution. | have no idea of what could be lurking within a meteorite 
or what it may have picked up from the paddock." 


"Are you suggesting...", Helen trailed off. 


"I'm suggesting that NASA has quarantine procedures to err on the side of safety and we 
should do the same", replied the Doctor with his best professional smile. "However try not 
to worry. Humans don't catch Dutch Elm disease and Dutch Elm trees don't catch 
chickenpox. By the same token any hypothetical space bugs are not likely to harm 
Felicity. But, as | say, lets err on the side of safety." Helen agreed and Felicity was 
admitted. 


The fever didn't get any worse and with the help of some acetaminophen her temperature 
stabilized. A nurse came to check up on her. "Looks like you a had a bit of a scare dear. 
You're bouncing back now though. Hmm. That bandage l'Il change it for a new one." The 
nurse checked the notes. Nothing about a bandage. She got a new one and was careful 
in removing the old one. When you've spent 10 years changing bandages you get to 
notice the little things. The adhesion of the dried blood between the layers of fabric as the 
bandage is removed. Finally the slight tug as the bandage came free of the skin, which 
was held on by dried blood. All perfectly normal except for no wound. Not even the 
slightest hint of one. It didn't make sense. She retained her composure. "Well there 
doesn't seem any need for a new one." 


Felicity looked at her hand. She too retained her composure and didn't say anything. By 
unspoken agreement they decided to keep silent. The nurse knew that blood had 
propagated from the inside of the bandage to the outer layers. That the blood had been 
liquid after the bandage was in place. But no wound to back it up. That shit's not going in 
the notes, she wasn't about to throw this girl to the shrinks. 


Chapter 43 - Sweet Caroline 


John got his message on i2p. He was to meet the woman with the red earrings in 
starbucks. After work he stopped by Starbucks. Looking around carefully he spotted 3 
women with red earrings. None of them seemed to notice him. Just another day in pussy 
land. He dialed and was surprised by the one who answered. She had done a very good 
job of being working class. She looked around 35, blond and about five eight. 


John introduced himself. "We can't talk here", she cut in. "I've booked a room at the 
Wellington Hotel. Only 3 star but clean rooms, good food and sturdy old fashioned beds. 
Do you really give a fuck what the bathroom taps look like." 


"Does it have that written underneath the name outside", John quipped 
"Don't count on it", she smiled back. "I'm Carolyn, lets go" 


As they were crossing the road she filled him in a little more. "3 Stars are underneath the 
radar for spies, both industrial and political. The media aren't hanging around for some 
celebrity to show up either. On the way she bought one of those overpriced pre paid sim 
cards that are supposed to work over the border but don't. 


Once in the hotel room Carolyn quickly changed sim cards. She asked John for his 
sdcard and inserted that as well. She had obviously done this many times before. "Now 
for my magic trick app to transfer all this crap back to head office". In a few minutes it was 
done. "There you go. 700 million transferred to your XRP account. Now for a little heat 
between us." 


John was caught off guard. "I thought that was just an act, this sort of thing doesn't 
happen to me very often". "Well todays your lucky day. | didn't take this job for the money, 
or because | believe in the company. My cross to bear is that | can't say no to the next 
man, whoever he may be. This is a harsh world for a woman like me. This job allows me 
the dignity of getting laid by the best of the best. 


Chapter 44 - Turning Over A New Leaf 


Felicity was discharged from hospital, feeling ridiculous since she had to sit ina 
wheelchair until she got to reception. No sign of Mother. Irresponsible bitch. Not anger, 
just a cynical matter of factly yep, situation normal. Felicity caught herself. She didn't 
normally think of her mother like that. She would normally feel upset, looked over 
whatever. But not this. She searched her feelings and none of what she was expecting 
was there. Pretty hard to deny the truth of what she was feeling, but all the same. She 
had surprised herself. 


The nurse informed reception and told Felicity to wait for her mother. A few minutes went 
by and the receptionist took a call requiring her to look at her monitor. Felicity quietly left 
and breathed in the fresh morning air. Then it hit her. Her sense of smell had gone up, 
way up. She was in the shade of a line of Pride of Bolivia trees and she could smell the 
leaves. She suddenly had the urge to try them. She jumped up and grabbed a handful of 
low lying foliage. Quickly she looked around, saw no one watching and chowed down on 
them. She would hardly describe them as gourmet cuisine but there was something 
immensely satisfying about them. A level of nutrition that was hard to find in the 
supermarkets. 


Felicity had the presence of mind to know she must act normal, at least until she had got 
used to the new her. Life was harsh for those who were different. She must do her best to 
feign normality. She had just spent the first 17 years of her life being normal, shouldn't be 
too hard. Any new diet would be part of a health plan she stumbled across on Facebook, 
or some other excuse of that genre. It was then her mothers car turned the corner and 
came into view. The sun was bouncing off the windsreen but, to her surprise, Felicity 
recognised the number plates. Just how good was her memory now? 


There was the predicable apology and Felicity found herself feigning the normal reaction, 
there was an apology and things were hunky dory. Felicity put her left hand under her 
thigh as they drove home. She still had that habit, except... She became aware that she 
could kind of smell through her skin. The back of her hand was in direct contact with the 
seat. It wasn't like normal smelling, but it was smelling nonetheless. It was information 
rich smelling, but she couldn't correlate it to her usual sensory experiences and so could 
not make much sense of it. Better shut the fuck up about this one she thought. 


In the outer solar system an asteroid ventured a little too close to Jupiter. The gravity of 
that mighty beast sent it hurtling toward the inner planets, never to return, but not before 
passing many times through water plumes originating on Europa. 


Chapter 45 - Coming Home To Roost 


Imogen and LU Zhi sat facing each other in the boardroom. They and the major 
shareholders of New World Explorations were five hours into the meeting and the fatigue 
was beginning to show. If it went for much longer then people would start making fools of 
themselves. They found themselves caught between this looming embarrassment and LU 
Zhi's authority. This was the moment both women had been waiting for. "So to recap our 
overall capabilities, do we know what we're doing when it comes to colonising Mars" 
asked sharply. 


In their exhausted state the rest of the room was only too happy for Imogen to supply an 
answer, any answer would do. "No, we do not know what we're doing well enough. The 
only way we, or any other organisation, can really know what they're doing is to have a 
coalface experience. We have to jump in the deep end and just go, casualties are to be 
expected but not guaranteed. After that we will Know what we're doing. I'd like to add that 
early humans colonised the planet in hopelessly under prepared craft. Their discoveries 
are not their legacy, we are their legacy. Lets be worthy of them." 


The intercom buzzed "Code 13 from NASA Ms Zhi". As the number suggested code 13 
was bad news requiring immediate attention. She tapped her phone and a look of thunder 
spread across her face. Her voice trembled as she relayed the message to the board. 
"NASA is withdrawing their offer of supplying fuel and rocketry for the Mars colonisation. 
They claim to have achieved their research goals without having to make the hardware 
investment." 


"| believe that SpaceX will supply that if we send The Entity to Mars and that research will 
help them with their neuralink program.", Imogen suggested. 


"So you want me to spend millions of dollars sending a genetically edited octopus to 
Mars. You've got to be fucking kidding me?", shouted LU Zhi. 


"It is a compromise | know. But its an obligate aerobic multi-cellular eukaryote lifeform 
that communicates its mood and well being in a highly visual way. We will learn a lot 
about the biological stressors to expect on these missions. If there is to be an advantage 
to neuralink the Entity will have to land close to SpaceX's proto colony. Some interesting 
benefits may flow back to us, if you get my drift." 


Chapter 46 - Can I Play With Madness 


Things were getting weirder for Felicity. It was like a delayed reaction empathic telepathy 

whenever she touched someones skin. But it was no longer limited to that. If she touched 
an object that had been recently touched by someone else she would get something. The 
words of Imogen came back to her: if you can fake madness you're sane. If you can't stop 
faking madness then you really are mad. As long as you can successfully fake sanity then 
you are sane. But if you can't switch that off then you'll drive yourself insane. 


There was that other time that Imogen had spoken to her strangely. There was a power 
cut at school summer camp on the clearest of nights. The both laid down in a field to take 
in the view. It had been Imogen who spoke first. "We must be mad to make street lights 
which block on this view". 


"Spot on sister." 


"You know the time may come when you see society as a cage. Most who do this drive 
themselves crazy butting their heads against the bars, trying to tear it down. It's easier to 
pick the cage up and carry it with you or you can turn it into a bigger cage one bar ata 
time" 


"Well looking out up there the Earth is a big enough cage for me." 


"Such humble aspirations", sighed Imogen. "All you can see is your little world. Maybe 
that's why they have street lights." 


Felicity snapped back to the present. Today's challenge was to fake sanity. It was the last 
few weeks of Year 12. Soon there would be no more school, ever. She gulped down her 
breakfast, surprisingly hungry. "Have you done my lunch?" 


"As always." 


Felicity picked up the tupperware, she got the sensation again. This is what Mothers heart 
felt like. Oh my God she's just as screwed up as | am. Felicity felt the urge to hug her and 
cry her eyes out. One bar of the cage at a time. She decided to be a little more 
understanding from now on instead. 


Were it not for her enhanced memory Felicity would never had made up through her 
exams given what she was going through. Her results showed a remarkable 
improvement, but her yearly average dragged her out of university. The last words of her 
career adviser came back to her. "You obviously have the talent, show that kind of 
performance while doing a Cert IV at TAFE and you can skip the first year of uni. No time 
lost." 


TAFE started in February. She had two months to really drill down on her new ability while 
waitressing in the fast food halls. The meteorite that she cut herself on wasn't just a 
random rock. Apart from giving her enhanced biology there was a message. The rock and 
its microbial content was a piece of technology created by a terrifying consciousness. 
That's as far as she could go. Imogen could, however, go somewhat further. 


New World Explorations was a hive of activity. Daniel was tasked into digging into NASA's 
computers to find out exactly what research they were referring to. He called Lü Zhi and 
they met in the Faraday room. "I'm pretty sure I've nailed it Ma'am. NASA has got our 
nanobot technology. This was uploaded into their computers from the Wellington Hotel, 
Manhattan by Carolyn Gray, a freelancing industrial spy. She met with John in Starbucks, 
their movements parallel each others and CCTV footage show them walking down 7th 


Avenue together. There was also 700 million dollars deposited into Johns' XRP crypto 
account." 


Lu Zhi gritted her teeth in fury. "It's not often | share my feelings. Trading secrets is an 
unpleasant reality and so are the punishments that have to be met out. If a competitor 
steals your secret and achieves greatness then you've done your bit to help the march of 
progress of your nation. But this trade is different. Because of John's action humanity has 
taken a step back. He has done more than betray the company, he has betrayed his 
species - the whole planet in fact because he had reduced funding to the only 
organisation that is making satisfactory progress with space colonisation. Tell no one of 
these tasks, what you found out or this meeting. None of it ever took place." She left the 
room. 


Chapter 47 - The Punishment 


John woke up with a fuzzy head. He soon realised that he had been drugged in his 
apartment and brought here, tied to a vertical board naked, his mouth taped over and The 
Entity watching him within its aquarium. LU Zhi entered the room. "Let me explain what is 
going to happen to you. That monstrosity you have created is still a carnivore. We have 
managed to communicate with it. It is hooked into robotic arms, as you can see. It has 
scalpels on the end. The Entity has nothing but you to eat for the next three weeks. Since 
octopus can only consume live or freshly killed meat, it has to keep you alive while it 
slowly cuts pieces from you in order to feed itself. Its keen aptitude for human anatomy 
has been noted. It has been instructed to begin with your testicles. Your last cries for help 
shall be with a squeaky voice." She pulled the tape from his mouth and left him to his 
nightmare, her rage blinding her to the fact that she was teaching this creature how to 
treat humanity. 


Chapter 48 - Putting Things In Perspective 
Felicity called Imogen. "You tell me my yarn. I'm all out of ideas" 


"Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring. You're right Felicity. The meteorite is a piece 
of alien tech. It is filled with bacteria and phages, but instead of causing sickness it 
enhances the life it infects. This, of course, includes you. So lets think this through. The 
infection will only take a few decades to spread throughout the planet. Sooner or later 
another meteorite will hit Earth and the debris kicked up and sent into space will hold 
embedded bacteria containing the infection information. This will be picked up by the 
aliens and they will know they have found a planet hosted with life suitable for their 
colonisation. Just to put your teenage bullshit into perspective." 


"Yeah, thanks, I'm perfectly fine now bitch", Felicity chuckled nevously. "Seriously though, 
what's my next move." 


"Normally I'd tell you to enjoy the rat race. However the rats won't be racing for much 
longer. The Yellowstone caldera is looking a bit unstable. When it blows, which will be in 
the near future, that will be the end of civilisation. I'll be perfectly honest with you Felicity. | 
know some places where you could go and survive this. But I'm not going to tell you 
where they are. | have a responsibility to get life from Earth into the stars before the sun 
heats up enough to fry the Earth. That is still a long way to go, providing life doesn't take 
too large a backward step. | cannot put too many eggs on too few baskets by giving youa 
safe place to go to. With your abilities as a bacteria whisperer you can seek out suitable 
places to live. What you're looking for is places of year round fresh water ground seepage 
or swamps with lots of leaf litter nearby. Good luck." 


Imogen hung up. Holy shit. So in summary civilisation is going under and pretty soon 
some alien species is going to rock up looking to take the place over. God was opening 
Pandora's box and she'd just been given the sneak preview and told to figure it out for 
herself. Why can't she just have boyfriend troubles like any other normal fucking 
teenager. How was she holding it together? She already knew the answer. Her mind was 
no longer fully human, it too had been enhanced. She was now part of Pandora's box. 
Ironic really. Humanity, possibly the future of life in Earth, being saved by aliens hell bent 
on taking us over. To err is alien. 


Felicity got home and got up to date with her chores. Her mother had gone out to catch 
up on church time. Good luck with that one she thought. Now for the compost bin, time to 
find out what she had under the hood. She thrust her arm deep into the putrid contents, 
the repulsive smell no longer concerned her, it offered no disgust. Oh yes, this was the 
way to go. Mental connection, a fusion of minds into one. It was no longer a case of 
asking for information simply an act of recalling. Her mind had fused with the collective 
consciousness of bacteria, of fungi, of viruses, of slime moulds - all of which were fusing 
consciousness in and out of each other continuously. 


The ancestors of these lowly lifeforms had formed great minds billions of years ago. Very 
slow minds working hundreds of thousands of times slower than our own. Very deep 
minds of incredible intelligence - not limited by the dimensions of the human skull. The 
limited time for the sun to be of use had been realised. Energy reserves had been built up 
over hundreds of millions of years in the form of fossil fuels. A slave species had been 
created to get life off the planet. Enslaved by the irrational individual belief that if they 
keep on trying just that little bit harder they would finally be adequate for their peers. 
Enslaved by corporate structures where if they didn't keep on performing harder and 
harder they would be controlled by another company that would make them perform 
harder and harder by buying them out. Enslaved by their hardwired trust and belief in 
psychopaths that cared little for the lives of the huddled masses. Enslaved by the vision 


of a better tomorrow when all they produced was hell on Earth. A species expendable to 
the great consciousness as other life was to them. 


Felicity withdrew her arm. It stank. She had better get it washed and start introducing 
shredded paper into the compost to keep it fully aerobic and therefore odour free. 
Confidentiality was an issue here. There were several locations along the Avon river 
where there was enough of a hill for seepage, which luckily made it unsuitable for 
cropping. Not that she could do anything just yet, civilisation was still running. But she 
would research what she would have to do. Starting with the basics. Little or no sunlight 
for a few years. No plant growth. Lots of energy in eucalyptus forest litter, combined with 
water, combined with minerals, such as fertilisers, and life should flourish - at least that's 
what the NASA websites said. But what kind of life? Imogens words came back to her 
from the classroom termites, woodlice, earwigs, slugs and earthworms. Thank you 
Imogen, you're the real dreamcatcher. 


Chapter 49 - A Very Small Step Actually 


Mars can be as close as 55 million Kms from Earth. This being 0.0000001372% of the 
way to the nearest star. Imogen took comfort in that, the likelinood of any aliens within the 
next couple of thousand years were slim indeed. But tomorrow still could not be ruled out. 
While her immediate goal was to get The Entity on Mars and learn a few secrets from 
Space X she was already quietly working on sending a human mission to Mars without 
any subsidies from NASA. The company could afford it damn it. This mission had to work 
and work perfectly. 


A way of feeding the creature had been devised. There was sufficient electricity on-board 
for the electrolysis of water. The resultant hydrogen being fed to bacteria for the 
production of single cell protein. This consortium of bacteria formed large colonies from 
which the octopus could take bite sized pieces off. A form of artificial meat genetically 
edited to contain all the nutrients needed. There is a hyper abundance of radioactive 
elements on Mars. More than enough to produce the electricity to make the hydrogen to 
feed the creature over its 10,000 year lifespan. Not that anyone seriously considered that 
it would live this long. 


The creatures readings looked fine as the rocket, the Boudicea 3, blasted into space. 
Once into orbit its engines got refueled and headed off to the red planet without a hitch. It 
would be 8 months before the seven minutes of hell. 


A week later one of the engineers looked up from his screen and addressed LU Zhi. "You 
may want to take a look at this Ma'am". He played the video. "It was a near miss, the 
spacecraft is untouched and unharmed.” 

"Then why am | being told this", asked LU Zhi. 

"Because its 2.3km in diameter and headed for a direct impact with Earth. Not as big as 
the asteroid that killed the dinosaurs, but the damage it will do is still going to be beyond 
anything you've ever imagined." 

"Civilisation?" 

"Will collapse. The cost of globalisation. Once too big a portion goes then all of its goes. 
It's too interconnected not to. | haven't done the modelling yet to be scientific about this, 
just my gut instinct. But believe me, if you have a back up survival plan now is the time to 
fire it up, at least until it can be proved that you don't have to. But don't hold your breath." 
The engineers face was white. 

"Does anyone else know anything about this?", asked Imogen. 

The engineer shrugged his shoulders. "As in NASA, SpaceX, Blue Origin. They haven't 
said anything to us, but then again we haven't said anything to them. Space is a big place 
to keep an eye out. Its only by luck we've picked up on it." 

"How long have we got?" 

"Four days?" 


"The only thing | want modeled is where it's going to strike. When can | get a reliable 
answer from you?" 


"Five hours" 


"Do it", she commanded. "I shall tell the other organisations and the US government. 
After you've ascertained the impact site work with your external counterparts. Our back 
up plans are ours and ours alone.” 


Tracy received the call. "Imogen, where have you been." 


"Oh you know. Job 2:2. I'd love to have a catch up natter but you've got 4 days before an 
extinction level asteroid changes the face of the Earth. This is not a maybe, this isa 
definite. Don't worry about clocking up debts you can't afford to pay, money will be 
meaningless before you get your first reminder. Get whatever you need to survive. | don't 
know when its going to hit yet. | may have the time to tell you when | do. If not maybe we 
can meet again on the other side of hell. Take care Ciao." 


The line went dead. Tracy took a few deep breaths to steady herself. She had done all 
that she could do in the way of preparation. She called Andy. 


"Are you sure about this?" 


"Crystal as. I'm not betting my life on the chance that Imogen may of screwed up. Not 
much point in having a back up plan if you're not going to follow through with it." 


The message sunk in for Andy. He was in the thick of it preparing hearings for high level 
clients. Suddenly all that meant nothing. He buzzed his receptionist. "Deidre. I've got a 
killer migraine and feel fluey. Get Brent to take up the slack. I'll be away for a few days. 
Tell the staff that | look forward to giving him their full Support." 


"Sure. I'll send some flowers over.", hell she thought. Brent was the student on work 
experience. Things must be bad. 


Andy drove home, got his clothes together, knives, guns, bullets. Any gadgets he could 
find. The list, yes the list of things to bring. He packed his SUV and had some space to 
spare. Cans for fuel. Thermal clothing. Some of this stuff was already on the farm. Most 
of it. Anyway, no harm in duplication. His Genesis of the Daleks (GOTD) DVD from his 
boyhood - what the hell, damn it it's in there now. The velcro black velvet curtains. Hold 
on, Andy he told himself, calm the fuck down. And you're not going to speed there are 
you, because there is no need. The last thing he wanted was for the authorities to find out 
about the preparation at the farm. Otherwise he would simply lose all his provisions and it 
would all be for nothing. 


Andy drove carefully up to the farm, making sure that he wasn't followed either 
intentionally or casually. He had the keys to the house and let himself in. He found a note 
from Tracy saying that she had gone out shopping for perishables. He would unload his 
stuff from the SUV but he needed to take a crap first - the explosive desperate and 
stressful kind where you could feel your abdomen decompress. Somewhat to his surprise 
the composting toilet was as effective as Tracy had claimed. At least they got that bit 
right. 


Next he checked all the curtains on the place. Tracy had gone one step further on this. 
She had pulldown shutters over each window installed. The idea being to block out all 
light leaving the house at night. If the house was to ever come under siege then at least 
make it during the daytime. That way at least his crew and the enemy could see each 
other. Without the shutters and curtains then at night the enemy would be able to see 
them but they wouldn't be able to see the enemy. 


Next step, check the water tanks and if not full then fill them up with the scheme water. 
Apart from one tank which was full the others needed heaps. It was toward the end of 
summer and Tracy had been seeing how well they could cope with the dry. The scheme 
water taps had not been used for over a year and it took some effort to turn them on. He 


let the rusty water run through first and checked the plumbing for leaks while the tanks 
filled. All good. 


Tracy was in the IGA supermarket when she got the text, presumably from Imogen. 84 
Hrs, 37m to impact @ Yellowstone. Number of Hiroshimas unknown. What the hell did 
she mean by Hiroshimas? ‘Rules of Survival’ applied now. Imogen explained to her some 
time ago that in an emergency any message from an unidentified source was not to be 
replied to. Anew number had been used and Imogen hadn't used any names. In the 
event that the text got traced she could claim that she thought it was spam and ignored it. 


Tracy could only buy so much. With a full SUV she went back to the farm where she met 
Andy. "You've prepared well", he exclaimed with appreciation. 


"We've got to get this food into meal sized pieces and get it into refrigeration. We can't go 
looking around choosing food with the door letting the cold out. I'll have to commit to 
memory where | have put everything", she explained. 


"I'll pay the card off" 
"No need is there" 


"Well maybe not. If civilisation collapses then my savings account balance is worthless 
anyway. If however civilisation doesn't collapse then someones got an incentive to start 
looking for me. That puts our provisions at risk." 


"Shit, you are on the ball" 


Andy made the transfer and took a walk outside while Tracy got on with the 
uninterruptible job of storing the food. Realising what he had done she called him in when 
she was finished. Grateful for the understanding. She showed him the message. "Do you 
know what Hiroshimas are?" 


"Hiroshima is the city in Japan that had a nuclear bomb dropped on it at the end of World 
War 2. So if an explosion is say 1,000 Hiroshimas then it went off with 1,000 times the 
force of that nuclear bomb. Needless to say, don't expect a firecracker. The asteroid that 
killed the dinosaurs was about a billion Hiroshimas." 


"Have you called up the rest of the crew?", Tracy asked. 


Chapter 50 - New World New Home 


Lü Zhi, Imogen and Daniel arrived at Forvik Island. This had been so well planned it 
seemed almost routine. Everything was functioning like clockwork and nothing had been 
spared in the planning. As promised Stuart "Captain Calamity" Hill had a placed reserved 
in the underground bunker. He received the notification while recuperating from 
pneumonia in Caithness General Hospital. It was 2 in the morning and the nurses on the 
nightshift, having administered the medications for the night had taken a nap themselves. 


He quietly got dressed and slowly made his way close to reception. He rested for a few 
minutes while he caught his breath, taking the opportunity to use his ventolin. Then, 
making the supreme effort he gave a spritely casual walk past reception and bid the 
receptionist good night. The plan was to get to the New World Explorations bunker where 
he could get the best of medical treatment. He still had a few court cases left in him! 


Having packed he caught the first ferry to Papa Stour, the island where he kept his small 
boat to make the final crossing to Forvik island. A storm was closing in with the wind 
picking up speed, a fact not missed by the waves as they aggressively lapped against his 
craft. Deep down he knew he shouldn't set sail but his health didn't allow him the time to 
wait it out. The engine buzzed into life, starting instantly and drove the small boat bobbing 
up and down in the violent ocean. 


In order to get to the entrance of the bunker Captain Hill had to sail up a channel which 
nearly cut the island in two. However his good luck had left him, this was one voyage too 
many. He heard the splintering of the hull as the boat was rammed into some rocks. A 
young man with God on his side could possibly have made it to shore, but not him. His 
crippled craft was taking in water fast and just had minutes to abandon ship. He looked 
up at the unforgiving sky and made peace with his maker, praying for one last thing. To 
be able to touch his island one more time before dying. 


His prayer was answered with a wave that smashed his boat in two. The Captain was 
sent flying through the air, belly flopping into the ocean, his outstretched right hand falling 
on a rock. He was dying with his dream. Not in hospital. Not as a tamed and broken 
animal in a gilded cage owned by the British fucking Government, but as a man. The next 
wave smashed his head into another rock, caving his skull in. His fight had ended. 


With preparations not needing their attention Daniel and Imogen were tasked with re- 
establishing contact with the Boudicea 3. "Well that shouldn't be too hard", he said. He 
clicked the relevant icon on his laptop, keyed in the password and had full contact. 
Everything running perfectly. 


Imogen caught Daniels intense stare at the dash panel. "Anything we should know 
about", she asked. 


Daniel answered slowly, "As we have mentioned what the octopus is eating is single cell 
protein, although single cell nutrition would probably be a better description. The bacteria 
in turn feeds off hydrogen and uses minerals from the waste of the octopus as biomass 
building blocks. Are you with me?" 


"At this 'black box’ level things seem pretty straight forward.", she confirmed. 


"We put a whole load of very sensitive equipment on board. Firstly to pick up on any 
biological anomalies within the craft and also to see how indigenous martian microbes 
interacted with the earth microbes. Ok, that and the octopus' life support is working. 
Waste is not building up and the octopus has all the nutrients it needs indefinitely..." 


"But ..." Imogen interjected. 


"Its Known that in space that bacteria become more aggressive. What we haven't 
anticipated is the level of electrical protein filament signaling between the bacteria both 
within the bacterial colony and the octopus." 


"How can there be signaling between the bacteria and the octopus?" 


"Because the octopus has one arm in the bacterial biomass, which by the way is 10 times 
as large as the octopus itself. Now look here, there is only background signaling within 
the biomass where the octopus eats. Otherwise it would be eating part of its own soul just 
to survive". 


"Maybe I'm missing something here but how can you tell the difference between unusual 
signalling and an expansion of mind beyond the organism?" 


"You always had a knack for the tough questions. | cannot give you certainty. Well we 
know its mind is already beyond the organism because part of it is in its dedicated 
computer. Here is a live visualisation of the activity within that computer and here is a live 
visualisation of the activity in the bacterial biomass." 


"| have to admit, it's got a convincing look about it. How smart do you think it is, ata 
guess." 


"The Entity as a whole, being about half way between you and me." 


"And you're about as smart as a human can get Daniel, so it has post human intelligence. 
I'll just give you a recap of where I'm coming from here. | am a soul that had been created 
by Mother Earth Gaia to occupy the creatures that the dinosaurs were going to evolve 
into had they not been destroyed by the asteroid 65 million years ago. My kind are the 
titans that got subconsciously recalled in your Greek mythology. My instinct is to get life 
off Earth and on to a safe home, being Mars for the moment. 


Now your strong instinct is to preserve the body you inhabit. It's not your strongest 
instinct, which is why men give their lives for their country or to rescue their family from a 
threat. But while you value human life you care little for the blood cells that die during a 
shaving nick. You care much for your skin as a whole but not too much for a small piece 
of skin to be sacrificed in order for a goal to be achieved. 


Likewise | care much for life as a whole. If an individual species has to be sacrificed in 
getting life off this planet, well that's just too bad. In my view humans are also 
expendable. But | would cry for the loss of a class of organisms. | would be shattered for 
the loss of a phylum and devastated at the loss of a domain. As for that thing up there, | 
don't think it cares one iota. That's not a good way to start the colonisation of a planet. 
There have been things done to it that shouldn't have been done. Don't do anything until | 
tell you as its a valuable source of scientific data and will be for sometime. But do we 
have a kill switch for it?" 


"Yes, | built one in, just in case it received a permanent painful injury - given its long 
lifespan.", said Daniel. 


Something on the screen flashed yellow on black. Daniel was on to it straight away. The 
spacecraft is about to pass through a dust cloud. While always a possibility this was 
unexpected. "Anything large enough to see can rip a hole in the space craft. Shit!" They 
both held their breath as the Boudicea 3 passed through the cloud seemingly unharmed. 
The motion of the craft caused a static build up on the outside of the spacecraft causing a 
low level discharge. 


Very quickly the octopus turned red and then white and was perfectly motionless. "That 
jolt should have been enough to make it angry, but not enough to knock it out.", 
exclaimed Daniel. With both their attentions locked firmly on the octopus they didn't notice 
another effect from the static. There was a small glitch in the spacecraft's main computer, 
which caused a memory overflow error. This allowed for the execution of arbitrary code, a 
fact not unnoticed by the Entity. 


So the octopus was not out cold. In fact it was no longer angry. It had gone through 
enough pain to feel angry but had seen a good enough opportunity to snap back out of it. 
The octopus was only part of the Entity, albeit the most important part. However its 
dedicated computer was another part and that was the part that could act very quickly. 
Within a few seconds the compromised spacecraft computer was under the full control of 
the Entity. 


Not that a lot was noticed at first. After all the spacecraft had to get to touch down on 
Mars and everything was going as well as it could be. Why announce your control when 
the enemy has more time to wrest it away from you. Until touch down the same set of 
decisions would be made. The Entity would bide its time. 


Although Andy and Tracy were close and friends and colleagues there was no chemistry 
between them from either side. In the long term he needed a lover and so did she. He 
checked the time. 51 hours 12 minutes to impact. Tracy got a call. "Right, sure, no 
worries mate. Two hours away." 


"What was that about?" 


"Delivery of second grade mulch, 17 cubic metres was all they could spare. For the bugs 
to eat, we can't grow everything just yet.", she answered. 


"What's second grade mulch?" 

"You know all those nature trails for the tourists. They need machine pruning and its the 
outer branches of mixed species that get trimmed. Various seeds are part of the mix and 
so its less valuable commercially. It also has a higher nutrient content than regular mulch. 
Once we get the rest of the crew here we will all need to pitch in and help get it spread 
out." 


"Got you." Andy called Brent. He seemed to be Tracy's type, smart, healthy, tall, 
ambitious and not the sort that would be afraid of getting his hands dirty. 


"Brent here" 

"Have you sunk yet?" 

"| haven't no. Not sure about the client though. You've got a hell of a team here though 
Andy. Deirdre has come out of her shell and is showing definite signs of intelligence. 
Seriously if she stays that way she'll be an asset to the firm." 

"Good to hear. Are you sitting down?" 

"Yesss..." 

"I want you to drop everything and meet me at the Jerramungup Health Centre with all 
the spare clothes you've got, including your non work clothes and underwear. If you can 


fit any canned food in the car, bring that as well." 


"You know that lecture you gave me about necessary sacrifices, it's coming back to me in 
spades. If | don't focus on this client they're history." 


"Warning duly noted. Yes | agree by the way, they will be history. Tell everyone the client 
has called you over for a meeting and simply leave. Confidentiality is essential." 


"Am | right to conclude you've been enjoying your good health as of late". 
"Yes. l'Il fill you in with the details when you get here.” 


Andy dialed Deidre. "Brent tells me you give him better support than what you give me. 
How are things working out." 


"Well. Brent is good to work with. We're getting cutting through the mountain so to speak. 
But being a student and all that | figured my advice would help him. But you know 
everything.” 


"So since you were afraid of acting foolish you acted the fool." 
"Put it like that | guess | can see how foolish I've been,”, she chuckled. 


And I've been foolish as well, thought Andy. Brent's power came from those around him 
feeling that he needed more power and more knowledge. So they gave it to him. Lesson 
learned, get on with the game of life. He told her the same as what he had told Brent, 
who had just left. 


A few hours later Brent arrived to see Andy waiting for him. They shook hands. "Lets take 
a walk and have a quiet chat." 


"What's this about boss?" 


"We've got about two days before the world as you know it is about to end. An asteroid is 
on its way. | can't offer you anything in the way of evidence. You can choose to believe 
me or not. If you don't want to believe me you can return to Albany, complete your stellar 
performance, collect your wages and be guaranteed employment after you graduate. 
However you will have to take your chances with this catastrophe unprepared. If you 
believe me you can come with me and have the best chance possible of surviving this." 


Brent thought for a moment. His own belief was not ‘required’, therefore the boss was 
probably sane. "And if it transpires that the crystal ball was foggy?" 


Andy gave awry smile. "Then | guess | return to a legal firm which will stay small for quite 
a few years to come." 


What to do, what to do. Well they hadn't exactly left civilisation together. He was still 
under his boss' instruction. There wasn't that much for him to lose. Its just that initial 
progress would be a little slower, as if Andy had never left his post at all. He owed Andy 
his support for the next few days. "Ok, you've got me for 72 hours. If nothing much has 
happened, like there's still an Albany to go back to and then | encourage you to come 
back with me." 


"72 Hours", Andy agreed. 


Chapter 51 - Making The Grade 
"This all sounds very strange", said Deidre when it was her turn to be told. 


Brent gave Andy his full support. When he said 72 hours he meant just that. "The tip off 
came from someone who is in a position to know. It's a lot to take in. I'm sure Andy must 
be convinced to have come out here given our case load. Now's your chance to side step 
a problem that you have no evidence will not happen. You've also got some female 
company there." 


Deidre was worried about going to a strange cut off place when there was a chance the 
boss could be crazy. She had just built up some goodwill with her boss and didn't want to 
spoil it. Brent was with her and had decided to take the safe option. Brent was also the 
bigger man so she should be safe. Not that Andy had ever acted threateningly before. 
Andy's words came back to her: So since you were afraid of acting foolish you acted the 
fool. "Ok, you've got me on board. But if Brent leaves, | leave." 


"Agreed", said Andy. 


Deidre did some feminine shopping before they all left for Andy's ark. The homestead 
looked ordinary but well kept from the outside. As they approached the barn they saw the 
big pile of mulch. So that's what 17 cubes of mulch looks like. Tracy hasn't wasted 
anytime shoveling it to the right place, thought Andy. Deidre felt more comfortable upon 
seeing another woman. They parked their vehicles in the barn. Andy introduced them to 
Tracy. 


"Sorry, my hands all grimy and sweaty", she apologised as she met Brents gaze. "We 
have one wide fork between us. So when | get tired | could use the help of a strong man." 


"Glad to be of help anyway | can. I'll get out of my office clothes." 
"Of course. I'll give you the guided tour of our humble abode Sir." 


Andy almost started to tell her that there was no need for titles. Stop being so fucking 
naive he told himself. Andy and Deidre was left looking at the start that Tracy had made 
on the mulch. "Thank goodness you've only got the one fork. | hope you're not expecting 
me to work like that." 


"No worries. | didn't get you out here to injure yourself. This is the last heavy manual job 
before impact, by which time you'll know if I'm right or wrong. While no job is beneath 
anyone, both of us have ample time to get used to breaking a sweat, I'll make sure of 
that", as reassured her, "however Tracy tells me she's done all the hard work ahead of 
time. That way we keep our appetites in check." 


Brent was being shown the house. Tracy was no longer sweating, but the scent of a 
healthy young woman at close range was inescapable. To see her vibrant healthy young 
body against the background of stone masonry gave her a kind of barbarian sexuality that 
was taking him back to the stone age. Handcrafted by Gods, conquered by man... ".. and 
this is your room. The curtains are to be drawn at night so we don't act as a lighthouse to 


our enemies." 
Brent snapped back to reality. "I'll be with you in a few minutes after I've changed." 
He went through the kitchen to see Tracy showing Andy and Deidre how to use the rocket 


oven. Andy left the women to it and met Brent half way across the room. "I just hope 
she's not into discipline", he whispered to his boss. Andy slapped him on the shoulder. 


"Don't worry, | have the utmost faith in your abilities young man." A short while later 
Deidre had got the hang of it, while Brent and Tracy got on with the mulch. 


Deidre had been born and bred in the suburbs of Albany. Everything about a self 
sustaining farm was unfamiliar to her. However she hadn't seen anything that could be 
called stupid. It was also obvious that Tracy had been here, for at least months alone, 
putting all this together and that Andy knew that she was alone here without anything 
untoward happening. She had also noticed who Brent had eyes for without any jealous 
vibes coming from Andy. She could relax in that area at least. Now all she had to do was 
get the food cooked. Shouldn't be too hard. Tracy had gone with roast chicken with 
potatoes and boiled passion fruit leaves. 


"Oh, there's only two plates", she informed Andy. 


"Well there are some spare in the cellar in case of breakages. Those two are for you and 
Brent. Look behind you, there are four document containers labelled Andy, Tracy, Brent 
and Deidre respectively. These containers have compost in them. To save water the idea 
is that we lick the plates clean. Then we bury the plates in the compost and there is no 
cross contamination and no flies or other disease spreading insects can land on the 
plates. Since the scheme water is still on Brent and yourself can wash them in the normal 
way until after. 


Tracy came up with the idea and has been using it for several weeks. | don't think it would 
be fair to her to be the only one to use this technique tonight so I'm joining her." 


"Thank you, | shall gladly wash both mine and Brents.", She looked at him quizzically, 
"Don't you think it will make you sick?" 


"Well the thinking is that it won't because the compost has beneficial bacteria in it instead 
of the type that makes you sick. I'm not sure how true that is, but it didn't make Tracy sick. 
Our bodies can get used to it and if disaster strikes then we certainly have to plan to save 
water until things become clearer." 


Chapter 52 - Animal Instincts 


Felicity withdrew her hand from a second session in the compost. There was strange 
activity tonight and it wasn't too difficult to realise that life, at least soil life, was in a panic. 
The soil life had signaled the plants, which in turn had given off pheremones through their 
foliage. The animals had picked up on this and were instinctively moving to higher 
ground. As for the domestic dogs in the neighbourhood, they were barking loudly. 
Spooked by the unknown and trapped in by the garden fences. This was how animals all 
over the world picked up on natural disasters like volcanos and earthquakes before they 
happened. But in this case the microbes knew of it through Imogen. The time for 
marveling at this new knowledge would come later. Now was a time of practicalities. 


If the animals around Albany wanted to get to higher ground then that was good enough 
for her. She couldn't see how an asteroid landing on the other side of the planet could 
make a difference, but she wasn't going to find out. She called Simon. "Have | ever told 
you about my fantasies". 


"Hmmm, now let me see. Somehow | think | would have remembered if you had of. Why 
don't you see if you can rob me of my last vestiges of innocence." 


"You'll have to climb up Bluff Knoll with me if you want a wicked night up there." 

Simon was a bit worried about his ability to perform after such a climb. Maybe they could 
pitch the tent two thirds of the way up at the flat bit for safety reasons. Needless to say, it 
wasn't long before they were heading out of Albany on the motorbike. They left the bike at 
the carpark which was on a hill just before the base of the mountain. They walked down, 
then up and Simon was able to get his wish about pitching the tent. "What's all that shit 
you've got in there?" 

"Beef jerky, chocolate and vitamin pills. Enough to last a few weeks." 


"Are you crazy, this place is going to be crawling with nosey tourists in another 12 hours. 
It's not that we can get lost up here." 


"| guess I've been a bit silly", she admitted. 


"Nah, not really", Simon replied, thinking with the wrong body part. 


Chapter 53 - The Party's Over 


The asteroid hit the atmosphere at 105,000 km per hour, leaving a hard vacuum in its 
wake as the air had no time to fill the space left by its passing. This was the mailed fist of 
a cold brutal universe that cared not for the fragile beauty of life on Earth. The asteroid 
missed the migrating Red-Necked Stint that had come all the way from Western Australia 
by 20km. The bird was instantly blinded by the flash and began flying haphazardly. 


The asteroid took only seconds to ram into the Yellowstone caldera, the impact itself 
releasing an explosion equivalent to millions nuclear bombs. The entirety of Yellowstone 
National Park was larva. Not from the magma below, but from the impact of the asteroid. 
With everything above it suddenly liquid the magma made an explosion of its own. 
Millions of pieces of rocks were blasted into the upper atmosphere and beyond. Two of 
those rocks were on the exact same trajectory. A large one in front and a smaller one 
following in its vacuum wake. In a vacuum there is no temperature and the remains of the 
bird got caught in this turbulence and its skeleton embedded in the cracks within the 
second piece of rock. The birds DNA, along with much of the DNA of its microbiome 
survived the impact as it was carried off into space. This was just one of many types of 
information leakage that the alien species was relying on. At the speed of the rocks it 
would be decades, not centuries before this sample would be retrieved. 


Meanwhile back on Earth Brent turned away from the Yellowstone Web cam and raised 
his eyebrows toward Andy. "Wait", said Deidre, "the screen refreshes once a minute. Hey, 
what's a 404 error". 


"Nothing at the other end.", said Tracy. Andy looked at here. "I picked up a few simple 
facts from Daniel", she added. 


"I've got an Aunt in Salt Lake City | could try Skyping her." Deidre got out her phone, no 
answer. The second most powerful nation in history didn't survive long enough to tell the 
world it had been swatted like a fly. So there was no news of a disaster, only a lack of 
contact. 


"Ok, lets see if we can bring up the New York Times", suggested Brent as he got out his 
smartphone. No luck. "Lets do this properly and crank up a laptop.” 


Tracy switched one on. "Ok", said Andy. "Search for London webcams". 
"Google's not working.” 
"www.rambler.ru", Suggested Deidre. Nightwatch is my favourite movie. 


"Stupid bastards put it in Russian", exclaimed Brent. "Still, at least its working. Try 
searching for Russian Television, | guess." 


The site was quickly found with a live feed, the Kaiser report. Thankfully this was in 
English. A Russian economic guru was proudly predicting the end of the American empire 
when the shockwave from the blast flattened the studio. The camera lasting just long 
enough to record the distortion of the structure. 


"So how long until it gets here", asked Deidre. 


"Can you..", Lü Zhi could feel a deep tremor getting more intense. Oh, God. | hope this 
doesn't cave in. She could feel her heart race as pictures and other decorations fell from 
the boardroom wall. Imogen shouted over the rumble. Not under the table, but close to it. 
That way the table won't crush you if it collapses and if something big falls its likely to 


form a triangle between the floor and the table." Triangles of life. Daniel had heard it 
before somewhere. The three of them hit the floor. Then the tremor had gone. The 
structure had held. 


"Is this place still safe?", asked Daniel rhetorically. 


Lü Zhi buzzed Roger. "There are no reports of any falls so far, Ma'am. What's got me a bit 
worried are the aftershocks. If we can get through them as well we will be home dry. It's 
the biological nature of the concrete. If the shape holds after the aftershocks then we turn 
on the nutrient solution, the piping is already in place, and the cracks will heal themselves 
good as new." 


"Let me know of any new developments. I'll just let Imogen know that her Dad's one hell 
of a builder." 


They tidied themselves up and got the room in order. "Just to get you up to speed on this 
bunker", began Imogen. "As you know there are 10 levels. There is also a central pillar of 
stainless steel holding up the floor on each level. On the top level there is a domed ceiling 
30cm thick of titanium. Above that is the rock which may or may not have fractured. This 
whole bunker is strong enough to carry the weight of the rock above it. Nevertheless the 
nutrient solution will be used if needed. The biggest problem could be from the tsunamis 
caused by the force of the impact. We need to be water tight. That needs to be my fathers 


priority." 


"You've convinced me. Work in with him to make it so", LU Zhi's tone was congratulatory. 
"Anymore good news" 


"The cellulose microbes are up and running. We won't have a fibre problem." 


With everything under control Lü Zhi made the following announcement: 


Chapter 54 - Inspiration When Needed 


The World as we once knew it is no more. As you all know an asteroid, along with the 
triggering of the Yellowstone super volcano, is in the process of wiping out what little is 
left of civilisation. Everyone here has friends and family who have perished in this disaster 
and we will have plenty of time for grief once we have got through the next few days. We 
are still under threat from tsumani's which will be circling the Earth over the next week. | 
have been advised that the threat is small, given the quality of this bunker. 


It will be many months if not years before the surface of the Earth is once again habitable 
in any meaningful or convenient sense. We are better off within the confines of this 
bunker. Subject to outside readings small teams may be sent to the surface starting in a 
months time. With the systems we have in place we have enough food, water and 
electricity to live comfortably with twice the personal that we have. 


It is only natural to ask ‘why me?’. What have I done to deserve to survive when so many 
others have perished. You may look within yourselves and see a darkness and wondered 
why you were allowed to live. The answer is simple. You became part of an indomitable 
team. That team is us and when we pass on this torch of excellence to our children we 
will have shown ourselves to be stronger than our fragile biology, stronger than the 
dinosaurs and stronger than this planet can hold. 


In Greek mythology the titans were imprisoned in Tartarus. We however shall break free 
for this is a prison of our making to serve our purposes. The only way we can deal with 
this catastrophe emotionally is to give ourselves a purpose, and its very clear what the 
purpose shall be. We must give rise to a new generation and to pass on to it our health, 
our excellence and our wisdom. As a people we shall leave our old weaknesses behind 
us, rise from the ashes of this broken world and craft a new one by the mighty hands of 
our children. In China there is a subtle curse: may you live in interesting times. My answer 
to that is may we make these times even more interesting. Today the universe has given 
us its judgement. Tomorrow we shall give the universe ours, for we are proud to be of this 
Earth! 


Ironic, thought Roger, how the most inhumane woman was needed to deliver the speech 
needed to keep humanity going. 


"We better start doing systems checks, food and education being the priority systems", 
Imogen told Daniel. "In times of disaster the natural instinct is to replace the lost 
population. If you ever get around the thinking with the wrong body part you'll know this to 
be true", she said with seductive smile. 


Being an almost perfect sphere the underground shockwaves had plenty of room to 
disperse. These shockwaves were internally reflected and came to a focus on the other 
side of the world. This focal point being 1,400km south west of Albany. The concentrated 
energy was enough to raise the seabed and form a small island. This in turn triggered a 
tsumani. 


"Is that a helicopter?", asked Felicity 

"Can't hear ... now | can. Too loud what the hell is it." Simon emerged from the tent, by 
the time he stood up her could feed the ground rumbling underneath him. And then it 
almost passed. He could still hear the rumbling but the ground was stable. "Whatever it 
was | think its passed us by. Probably the government fracking the shit out of the national 
park or some shit like that." 


Well that wasn't so bad, thought Felicity, at least not on this side of the planet. 


Deidre grabbed on to the furniture as the house started to shake. There was some dust in 
the air by the time it has finished. They dusted themselves off. "Better check for cracks in 
the walls", Andy said. The house had taken it pretty well, the only crack found was where 
the porch, a structural after thought, joined the rest of the house. Brent was the one to 
spot it. "At least it wasn't a load bearing wall." 


"Well we can soon fix that", said Tracy. "We have self healing concrete. Not only will the 
crack be gone, but it will be just as strong as it was before. But before we apply it the 
ejector cloud from the impact has to come and go first." 


"You come prepared", said Brent in appreciation. He turned to Andy. "My guess is that the 
band is still playing in Albany so you've got some music to face." 


"Have you ever watched the band playing in the Titanic movie?", Andy countered. 


Chapter 55 - Hitting Home 


"What the hells up now", said Simon who had just been woken up. He went outside again 
and a full moon had come up. "What's all that white stuff down there?" 


Felicity joined him and looked down. "Its surf. Albany is gone." 
"Don't be stupid, that's bullshit. Its a hundred k's to the coast." 


It was a lot to take in for someone who was completely unprepared. "Well whatever it is, 
lets keep a look out. | know its dangerous to climb higher in the dark, but | don't fancy 
getting swept away in that either." They both stood staring at the vague chaos raging 
below them. Even when it became obvious it wasn't going to reach them they still 
continued to stare until the sun came up. 


The enormity of the situation was fast becoming apparent to them. Below a certain level 
the trees had been flattened as far as the eye could see. Simon spoke, "Years ago, 
around the turn of the century my Dad said that Esperance had been cut off for about a 
week after a freak thunderstorm and that was obviously nothing compared to this. Even if 
there were something left of Albany there is no way we can drive out of here." 


"Lets see if we can make it to that Cafe at the turn off", suggested Felicity. It was then that 
the shock hit her. "My family are dead. They're just gone. I'll never see them again." She 
began to cry and Simon did what he was good at. Being that pillar of stoic strength when 
the situation demanded it. After about 20 minutes she found herself again and they 
continued the descent. 


They reached the dip before the carpark, which was still flooded. The water was criss- 
crossed with fallen trees and they were able to drag themselves to the other side. There 
was plenty of opportunity to get a taste of saltwater and now it was Simon's turn to mourn 
the passing of his family as the enormity of the situation hit home. 


Eventually the ascending up the stairs to the carpark. The moped had been washed 
away, the only way they were getting out of here was on foot. Felicity went to the far side 
of the carpark and from what little of the road she could see there were trees blocking it. 


She looked around. The water tanks had been spared! The carpark had two rain 
harvesting water tanks. There were the usual warnings about the water being unfit to 
drink so the authorities could cover their legal arses. However it was obvious that the 
intent was to provide water for dehydrated tourists. Besides that both had drank this water 
on previous occasions and it had never done them any harm. 


"| wonder how full they are?", asked Felicity. 
Simon ran his hand slowly down from the top of the tank and noted the change in 
temperature. "This one is about three quarters full." He did the same for the other tank. 


"And this one is about two thirds. Hey its starting to get dark again." 


"And its going to get hot soon. The impact has created an ejector cloud and this will likely 
reach us and be very hot.", warned Felicity. 


"Then lets fill up our water bottles and anything else we can find in the bins with fresh 
water and get back into the dip. That lingering sea water should keep us cool.", 
suggested Simon. 


Soon it was getting hotter so they headed for the lower ground. They were fortunate 


enough to find themselves protected by a lens of cool air which had nowhere to go. This 
protected them from the hot air above for several hours until it subsided. 


"Its getting hot", noted Deidre. 

"I've been told to expect this", said Tracy. "Fortunately we are nearly on the other side of 
the planet from the explosion." 

"We need to ride this out in the cellar", put in Andy. "Do we have water down there?" 
"There is a hidden tank beneath the floor of the cellar. We will have to handpump it out. 
Its a 500 litre tank that is full." 

"Its good that you have it but what was the thinking behind that", asked Deidre. 

"In case of marauders helping themselves to the water tanks. Fighting is risky business, 
from a Survivalist point of view its better to hide. You need to make sure you can afford 
to." 

"Do we know how long this is going to last", asked Brent. 

"No way of telling. But the underground mammals got through it 65 million years ago. We 
can do it again.", Tracy replied. 


They got down into the cellar. Tracy showed them the handpump and other features of 
the cellar. There was a diesel powered jack hammer in case they found themselves 
trapped down here. There were six 20 litre pails to serve as emergency composting 
toilets. "While the compost you place on top will trap all smells, for the few minutes any 
waste is uncovered. Still you can't have everything", explained Tracy. Brent could smell 
the earth, the wood of the floorings and a hint of diesel from the jack hammer. What has 
to be endured has to be endured. He was somewhat relieved that he had emptied his 
bowels immediately before coming down here. 


Tracy took out a tablet from the filing cabinet. "This hooks into six cams from around the 
house. The idea being that if we ever come under attack we need to know when its safe 
to come out. This is our duel digital thermometer. So its 28°C in here and 45°C outside. It 
updates once a minute. | got it in case of bushfire. The outside sensor is in an old pot with 
a lid on within the shade of one of the trees outside." 


"Whoa, that's just jumped up to 50.", exclaimed Andy. They kept their eyes on it as it 
climbed up to 85°C. "I can smell hot wood", said Brent, trying to hide the tremor in his 
voice. If a fire started at this temperature they wouldn't have time to use the jack hammer, 
nor would they be able to survive outside if they did. In what seemed like an eternity the 
temperature dipped to 45. "There's been hotter days in Kalgoorlie and I'm done being 
trapped in this spider hole", declared Andy. "Time to go up and take a look around.” 


Brent followed him but the women decided to wait a little longer. The heat was 
oppressive, Andy checked his watch. 4PM. It was darkish, the sky a blood red. "Thank 
god there were no fires.", Andy told him. "We are going to need face masks or filter our 
air one way or the other.", Brent pointed out. Just then it started raining, but it was a dirty 
hot rain and the humidity that came with it was unbearable. They headed back to the 
safety of the cellar. Andy stopped in the kitchen. "There's a battery back up for the 
fridges. Yep, this switch here." The fridge and freezer hummed into life. "Ok, lets grab 
milk, cereals and tinned salmon. It could be a while before we can cook again.” 


Once down in the cellar Brent explained the need for filtered air. "Didn't think of that one", 
said Tracy. "But we do have the evaporative air con. Assuming that its still working, along 
with the diesel gensets then what we can do is to open the doors to the house, switch on 
just long enough to blow the stale air out, close the doors and shut off the air con until it 
get too stuffy again." 


"We can't keep that up for long. The filter of the air con is going to clog up.", said Deidre. 


"Ok, so how did these mammals survive it when the dinos got wiped out", asked Andy. 


"They were underground, the ash fell on the ground, but not through it.", guessed Brent. 
"Then how come they didn't run out of air in the ground", asked Deidre 


"Because the air could get through the soil but the ash could not. And the soil didn't clog 
up because the bacteria munched on it.", Tracy answered. 


"So all we need is some bacteria filters so they won't clog." Everyone looked at Andy and 
there was stony silence. He swallowed and realised he was thirsty from all the sweating 
from outside. He remembered from a few months ago feeling thirsty when climbing up 
Bluff Knoll. It wasn't so much thirst back then but a dry throat from breathing heavily 
through his mouth. He remembered someone passing him on the way down who had a 
tube connected to a specialised rucksack full of water. Then the inspiration hit him. A 
rucksack, which was made of porous woven plastic or cloth, stuffed full of compost with a 
breathing pipe going from the centre of the rucksack to the users mouth. He explained his 
idea. 


"What about infections from the compost", asked Brent. 


"We are all young and healthy", said Tracy who shot a glance at Deidre for confirmation. 
"I've gone out of my way to produce a lot of compost without any, well conventional 
livestock or vertebrate manure. If we have to eat slaters, termites and earthworms raw 
then we shouldn't get sick. But as for breathing through compost. That's like a whole new 
scary level of exposure. We may or may not get sick. | don't know." 


Up to this point Deidre had been feeling useless since she had come here. Andy and 
Tracy were way ahead of the game. Brent was struggling mentally but could contribute 
physically while he caught up. But she had nothing to offer and then she saw her chance. 
"I'll do it. Someone has to go first so others can do the looking after if they get sick." 


"Not on your own", said Andy. 


"Probably a good idea of have a male and female. We have different immune systems.", 
said Brent. 


"So how are we going to make it", asked Tracy. 


"At least one rucksack each. Some plastic tubing, with the sides of the pipe glued to the 
wall of the rucksack. The mouthpiece can be from a snorkell. | used to be a surfie.", 
added Brent. 


"Better add shoe glue, UHU or Tarzans grip to the list." 


"If the piping is made from washing machine water outlet hosing then since the pipe is 
concertinaed then any stray particles well get trapped in the pipe, hopefully.", added 
Deidre. 


"Sounds like a plan", said Tracy. "We need to act quickly on this make a trip into town and 
get this stuff while everyone else is still in shock." 


"Brent and | will go", declared Andy. "Apart from the emotional shock, many will be 
physically bowled over by the heat. I'll check the SUV to see if it starts." He did, it did. He 
came back in. "Add an air filter for the SUV to the list, Brent". 


They decided to head off straight away. As much as they could endure they kept the 
vehicles air conditioning turned off to lighten the load on the vehicle. However as they 
approached town the humidity became unbearable and they switched it on. The tsunami 
had just reached town and folks had come out of their homes to see the novel 


experience. By the time they realised they were getting too hot and by the time that 
realised it wasn't going to quickly pass and by the time they got back into their homes it 
was too late. Most homes didn't have a cellar or back up electricity. The scheme 
electricity had not come back on since the earthquake hit. There were a few survivors but 
they were in no condition to put up a fight. 


Andy and Brent put on their headlamps. They stopped at the petrol station and used 
concertinaed fuel funnels and helped themselves to various type of glue. They got the 
rucksacks and snorkels from the sports shop. Once again they were relieved that they 
met no resistance. Most of the buildings had cracked windows so gaining entry wasn't 
hard. They got themselves some food and bottled water from the supermarkets and 
headed back to the farm ASAP. No dramas, none needed. "I just hope that no one saw 
which direction we left in.", said Andy. 


Imogen finally succeeded in getting a response from Bir Tawil over the shortwave radio. 
The frequency 6.892 MHz and a call sign of BT2020 matched. 6.66Mhz had briefly been 
considered but it had been decided that every metal head survivor would be using that. 
The message had been simple enough and in the obsolete morse code: "No fatalities, no 
injuries. Major repairs underway and doable. No assistance needed.” While it would be 
nice to have more comprehensive communication that was all she needed to hear. The 
best of humanity was surviving. 


The Siberian group had fared somewhat better. There was a brief crackling conversation. 
They had chainsaws, lots of trees, lots of pine bark pith and quite a few bears to hunt. 
What they didn't have was any decent technology. But they would survive, she was sure 
of it. They also had plenty of snow to act as an air filter. 


Any luck with Boudicea 3, she asked Daniel. He shook his head. "I think poor old octopus 
is on a one way trip to hell. You can call this fate if you like but by the time the Boudicea 
crashes on the red planet the octopus would have lived a normal lifespan." It was a crazy 
idea, Imogen thought to herself silently. 


Felicity knew they were in trouble. When the rain started she realised just how much dust 
was in the air. As the upper air cooled, which it soon would, their protective lens would 
rise up and the dirty air would take its place. She looked at Simon with the fear in her 
eyes. "If we can't figure out how to avoid that dust we absolutely will suffocate after a 
number of weeks, or possibly months." 


Simon didn't have too many inspired thoughts, but he had one at the right time. "Hey you 
know when it first started raining. Well there were heaps of dirt in that first water. What if 
the leaves were dusty, if they get the dust first then we may be ok if we build ourselves a 
cubby house or something... Hey if there's a cave around here all we have to do is cover 
the entrance with branches." She suddenly smiled and kissed him. "I knew you'd come 
good some day. It's still pretty hot outside of this dip we are in and if its too hot when we 
walk we are going to run out of water. Lets sleep for a while" 


Simon was soon asleep from the emotional exhaustion. Felicity didn't know why she 
hadn't had the idea before. She pressed her hands against the damp earth and 
connected with the mycelium / bacterial network of the forest. Within this biological 
"cyberspace" which is more commonly known as the astral plane, she could find a 
disturbance, which she could best explain was due to the presence of a cave. She 
mapped out the direction of it and joined Simon in sleep. 


A few hours later and they were awake. Simon, being on unfamiliar territory, was easily 
pointed in the right direction. They used some spare clothing as dust masks. After about 
half an hour they found it, deliberately concealed by sawed of branches. There were 
several saplings in front of the branches which looked like it had been planted there by 
someone who wanted to hide the cave with green foliage. "Careful Simon", she said as 


they approached the entrance. 


Simon called out, switched on his headlamp and went inside. "Its a fucking meth lab, or at 
least that's what it looks like." Satisfied that no one else was in the cave he motioned her 
to come in. Felicity wasn't sure if it were a meth lab either. "Certainly some kind of 
clandestine chemistry. This could explain the evil presence she felt while on the astral 
plane. She walked around inside the cave. "We've got about half a house of spare area. 
We won't touch the chemistry set unless we have to. There's still an outside chance 
someone may come looking for it, even if they don't have much of a customer base left. 
Either way, without this equipment our capacity to manufacture anything is zero." 


"What are we going to do for water?", asked Simon. Felicity looked around. "Here at the 
back there is a small trickle of water. This must have taken weeks to filter through the 
rocks above and being the dry season and its still going so we can rely on this. 


Andy and Brent got back to the farm and got the gear back into the house. "I can't believe 
what you've just told me", said Deidre. "How could you just go in and help yourself to stuff 
without helping anyone." 


Brent decided that he would have to be the one to tell it like it is since Andy was 
becoming too involved with her. "Don't get me wrong. | am not proud of what I've done. 
We had to do what needed to be done. This is the kind of disaster where the day after is 
going to be very different from the day before. We cannot afford the burden of people who 
could possibly drag us down. Now a few months down the track when we have proof that 
we have the spare capacity to take in more people then that's a different story. We will 
also know that they must be strong to have survived that long. | would rather be 
condemned by history than to have no history to condemn anyone. Our species may well 
hang by a thread." 


Deidre looked at Andy. "I'll let you Know when I've got a good answer to that", he said. "In 
the meantime lets survive ourselves and build capacity so we can help others in a few 
months time. Brent, how long before you can get those filters ready." 


"A couple of hours work, tops. I'll do it in the shed outside to avoid the fumes and unless 
the air con is going to stop working a lot quicker than what I'm guessing it will we can 
leave the filters there so the glue will stop giving off fumes. Its bad shit." 


"What are we going to do about the chickens. They must have died.", said Andy. 


"There are incubators with a capacity of 60 eggs in the cellar and they're full. | figured it 
would be a good precaution in case they ever got attacked by a fox.", Tracy replied. 


"| knew what | was doing when | hired you.", said Andy. "What are we going to feed 
them”. 


"Well since the mulch didn't catch fire any bugs feeding off it will have been insulated 
from the heat. The load delivered yesterday won't be of much help yet but there is plenty 
of it from around the farm. In fact there should be enough to keep us going as well as the 
chicks." 


Simon spent half an hour digging away where the trickle of water was. He managed to a 
hollowed out bowl shaped depression underneath it. This would make drinking water 
easily available. Now they could at least stay here for a while. 


They barely noticed it at first, but what started as a random flutter grew in intensity as the 
trees gave up their dead leaves. The leaves, being of large surface area relative to their 
volume quickly heated up along with the air. And so they drifted down. "We need to get to 
work on that lot", said Felicity. 


"For what, they're just fucking leaves", declared Simon. 


"There's going to be eight piles. Three for each of us to start with. When we take our first 
crap one pile starts to get filled from the leaves of the other. That's two piles left. Of those 
one pile for when we want to take a leak. The remaining pile, which shall be on the high 
ground is for bugs to crawl around in. Once our food supplies run out we are going to 
have to eat those bugs to live.", Felicity explained. 


"Are you kidding. You'll never get it big enough.", he said matter of factly. 
"Oh yes we will, or we are going to die starving." 

"Can't we try something a bit more normal" 

"Like starving" 


"What about killing a few dingos. Well come to think of it there would be a few dead ones 
lying around the place" 


"You're forgetting the 1080 poison. You know the stuff that was used by the government 
to kill Aborigines who want to go off the grid.” 


"So what about farmers fields" 


"There's no sunlight. In a few weeks time the livestock will have died of hunger along with 
the roos if they haven't been hunted already. Out in the open we are also breathing in 
more of this dust. If we stay in the cave and you know make baffle walls from woven 
sticks and mud then the air in the cave should be good." 


"Look I've gone camping as a kid and | never saw many bugs in these kind of leaves 
anyway. What makes you think they'll start breeding now?" 


“"Dampness and minerals" 


"Ok there's a lot of dampness in the ground, maybe that's enough of that. But there's no 
fucking minerals in this soil. Mr Hoskins told us in geology, remember". 


"The dust, straight from a volcano and its going to be slowly raining down here for years. 
If push comes to shove we may have to eat the bugs hanging around our urine based 
composts or even worse. That's why we're having separate composts.” 


It took a few moments for the gravity of the situation to sink in for Simon. They were 
restricted to traveling by foot. A tsunami wave must have flattened Albany, Denmark and 
Mt Barker for it to have reached this far. To find a roadhouse is no longer the same as 
finding a drink. They were tethered to this place by their need to drink. If civilisation hadn't 
fallen then they will hear the occasional plane, plastics will start floating downstream 
again, fields will be harvested. That can be seen from kilometres away. In the meantime it 
really was a case of build, build, build those compost piles. 


Once the leaves have been used up there would be the bark, then twigs. "You know you 
really are something. I'm lucky to have you to see me through this.", said Simon with 
genuine affection. 


They spent the rest of the day making their compost piles. The dampness would act as a 
magnet to the soil invertebrates. They self taught primitive weaving of sticks and saw the 
need for improvement. They must start all over again. Everything. The battery in Felicity's 
mobile phone died, not that it was much use to her anyway. She wondered, if she kept 


her phone safe and passed it down the generations would it help technology to progress 
or would it simply be the subject of a conspiracy theory on a future youtube thousands of 
years from now. 


Desolation reigned supreme. But for how much longer. Just the blink of an eye in 
geological terms. But in human terms it was long. However there was no choice. Most of 
the Earths evolutionary innovations were stored safely in the genomes of the deep 
biosphere, both in bacteria and viruses. While still slow by human time frames life would 
make a stunning recovery as soon as conditions on the planet allowed it to do so. 


Russia, China and India had fared the best since they had major populations centres 
away from the coast. It was however a hollow victory for all three countries. All had 
received extensive damage with infrastructure so badly damaged that they quickly 
ceased to function as the nations they once were. Of those three India would be the first 
to go. Their main harvest was about to start and overnight there was nothing left in the 
fields to gather. The first wave of people to die were those on regular medications. The 
diabetics, the heart sufferers and the asthmatics all became emergency rations for the 
hungry rats caught by surprise from the lack of human food waste. 


Russia was next, who once again proved their capacity to suffer more than any other 
people who ever walked the Earth. What few power stations could be got working again 
didn't have any fuel to fire up. After the initial heating from the impact the Earth starting 
cooling down on top of which Russia headed into its winter. The two greatest generals of 
the Red Army, General January and General February wasted no time in turning on their 
starving own. Without compunction they pierced the hearts of millions with shards of cold 
steely ice. 


Many in China thought they were going to make it. An estimated billion Chinese had died 
in the first few months. An unspeakable tragedy, but that left 500 million alive anda 
strong 500 million at that. Yes, a huge loss had been taken, but they were still strong ina 
world with no America, no Russia and no Europe. The planet was theirs. 


The Chinese Communist Party was far more realistic about the situation. The one huge 
positive they had was that a decade ago Xi Jinping had ordered that all scientific 
discoveries and patents be stored on micro-fiche deep underground. This was so 
knowledge could survive the electromagnetic pulse of a nuclear attack. Not only that but 
the equipment to read the micro-fiche and generators with fuel to power that equipment 
was stored alongside it in huge Faraday cages. If they could hang in their for 10 years 
then China could emerge advanced and victorious while the rest of the world was thrown 
back into the stone age with no low hanging fruit in the form of metal ores to get 
themselves out of it. 


With the food system gone they still had hundreds of millions of too many people to feed. 
Before the dead could be buried the Chinese Communist Party had begun the Second 
Long March campaign. People could leave China, mainly for Mongolia, Russia and India 
and whatever land they could live off would be theirs to be passed down their family. 
Many did leave, 300 million in total, only to perish in the devastated landscape of a 
wounded planet. Two hundred million people would be enough to carry the flag of 
supremacy of Chinese civilisation and they had plenty of land to grow their food on. But 
even the CCP was ran by fallible humans who fooled themselves. With the shockingly 
poor growing conditions the land took more human calories of energy than it could give 
back in the form of food. So the harder they worked the land the quicker they made 
themselves hungry. The officials watched in dismay as their population was whittled away 
to nothing. There was not even the smell of the dead as they were eaten too quickly by 
the starving survivors and the rats. 


The Chinese empire had come to an end, but all was not lost. 


Chapter 56 - Life Goes On 


There were over two hundred cockroach farms throughout China at the time and and 
these creatures had the ability to live off wood fibre, such as cardboard and paper. These 
mixed with fertiliser and urine allowed bacteria and fungi to grow on the paper which gave 
the roaches the necessary protein for their growth. It was just a simple case of being 
willing to eat enough roaches. The various owners were able to secure the tools to break 
into government buildings which were full of paper work. Survival was an on-going drama 
of utter degradation, but survive they did. Long enough for the skies to clear. 


They were not the only ones to survive. The common thread being damp decaying 
biomass being eaten by something and that something being eaten by people. Life needs 
energy and without the sun the only available energy was that stored in biomass. In the 
worlds forests the mycelium of fungi fed off the dead wood and transfered a portion of the 
energy into the still living plants. Just enough to keep them on the right side of death. 


By and large life had survived the same way it had when the dinosaurs got wiped out 65 
million years ago. 


Lü Zhi checked her instrumentation. The bio-cement had repaired itself. They were safe. 
Also safe were the precious bioreactors containing Amoeba dubia. These single celled 
life-forms had genomes 220 larger than the human genome. On her orders Daniel had 
transferred into their genomes all of human knowledge. In one reactor were the 
essentials, science, know how and gadgets. In the other reactor were religious texts, 
works of art, music poetry and customs. It was simply a matter of waiting out the cold 
darkness and emerging from her "burrow", just as her rat-like ancestors had done all 
those millions of years ago. The dinosaurs, lacking both burrows and a space program, 
perished. As had the worlds governments. 


At the time of the explosion the Earth had shielded the satellites on the far side of it from 
the electromagnetic pulse. There were still enough functioning to ascertain which parts of 
the Earth would be recovering the fastest and which areas would have the best climate. 


Voice communication had been established with Bir Tawil who passed on the message to 
Imogen that the crew at “Andy's Ark” were alive and well and are busy making babies for 
a world that needs their talents. The crew at Bir Tawil were going to go the “whole hog” in 
their Mars simulation. They would expand their network of caverns and increase their 
population to fill them. 


Given the magnitude of the disaster Imogen was quite happy with the way events had 
unfolded. Even the worlds plastics were slowly being degraded by consortiums of hungry 
microbes, starting their own novel food chains both on land in the rivers and oceans. Life 
had indeed toughened up since the days of the dinosaurs. 


Imogen joined Daniel in his quarters. He was nearing the end of the movie “Black 
Mountain Side” with the survivor being spoken to by a demon in his head: 


When an animal looks up at the night sky what does it see? Thousands and thousands of 
tiny points. Then a man looks up at the same points and sees millions of stars. Galaxies 
within which are billions of planets. Do you want to know what I see?... 


"| see an infinite hazy cloud. Each particle holding the hopes and dreams of the life that it 
precariously hosts. Each speck ready to be gathered up with the others and consolidated 
into a single lump of clay to be moulded according to my indomitable will!", whispered 
Imogen. 


Daniel turned to face Imogen with a contented, intense and sexual smile. Life was good. 
"This humble third rock of ours sure punches above its weight", he replied. 


"Oh you bet it does. And soon, very soon, even within a few thousand years the Earth 
shall rise up and answer this assault with a mailed fist of its own". 


"And what of LU Zhi?", he asked. 


"Oh, don't you know. She's been my friend for the last 87 million years. She had suffered 
a fragmentation event recently and I've been pulling back her memories from the astral 
plane. She pulled off her role perfectly, even down to the arthritic knee. Didn't you notice 
that she is no longer limping since the meteorite?", Imogen finished with a chuckle. 


After a short pause Imogen continued. "When you join with me tonight Daniel | shall use 
my powers to make you immortal. You shall become as one of us, an elohim, a god. | 
wonder how you will repay me?", she asked with a cheeky grin. 


"I'm going to get my head buried between your silky smooth thighs and have a really 
good splutter down there." 


"Well not quite what | had in mind, but lets face it Daniel, you look the type!", Imogen 
giggled. 


Felicity and Simon were no longer alone. Or more to the point they were no longer 
continually alone. A network of nomadic groups were making random contact with each 
other from time to time. A very loosely held community made possible by the rains that 
came with the dust induced cold. Felicity emerged from out of the astral plane. "Simon we 
are blessed", she stated simply and contentedly. 


"Hmm, something gives me the strange idea that we are experiencing a serious lack of 
luxury. But show me a free wifi signal and I'll take it all back.", he answered perplexed and 
amused. 


"We left a place, a civilisation, where people lived in the gilded cages of technology with 
broken minds and bodies and although our surroundings are absolute squalor we are in 
perfect health both mentally and physically. We also have our freedom. This is the perfect 
world to bring a new life into. It's time." 


"Hell | better get some water." Simon grabbed a plastic bottle and filled it up at the 
stream. By the time he got back it was all over. He'd been stressing about it for months, 
but sure as anything he was now a proud father with his baby boy getting his first taste of 
mothers milk. 


"Don't wash any of that gunk off him, its important for his future skin health. Prevents 
eczema.", Felicity stated. They counted his fingers and toes and checked all over. He was 
perfectly normal in every way. Except for those eyes. Sure, they were normal physically, a 
black centre within a green area within a white outer. It was the soul behind them that was 
different, already possessed with a piercing intelligence. The alien biology within Felicity 
had stripped the baby's neurons of all unnecessary DNA, except that required by 
neurons. The result were neurons of similar size to a ravens with a human sized brain. 


"What shall we call him?", asked Simon. 


"Enoch, for he shall be the first born into the new Earth that shall take us to the stars. 
Don't ask me how, but | know this to be true." 


The seven minutes of terror was an understatement for the Entity as it guided the 
spacecraft on to the Mars base to be. Everything at the base was pretty much 


operational. It knew it had Mars to itself, at least until the Earth had time to recover. That 
would be plenty of time. Time enough to rewrite the computer code for its own purposes. 
Time to process minerals and fabricate the infrastructure needed to keep its own kind 
alive. Time enough to build its own, more powerful space craft and go to where ...? 


Despite the narrative about Mars' atmosphere, it was still only one third as dense as 
Earths and had gravity of 38%. That meant that far more meteorites landed intact. With 
the octopus already adept at communicating with bacteria it was a simple matter to 
sample these meteorites and see what story had been encoded in those hardy 
sojourners. 


The galaxy was awash with life. Most of it microbial. A small percentage of planets, 
translating to millions in number, had multi cellular life. The Entity was flooded with 
information from the stars, small wonder that aliens never came visiting. Not only were 
technological capable species extremely rare, it was yet to discover the first, but it was far 
easier to get information from random meteorites than to build a rocket capable of 
intersteller flight. 


But what about Imogens meteorite, that was a loose end. The Entity didn't like loose 
ends. Had Imogen been mistaken or was the information in the meteorites being 
censored. But one day the Entity came across the message of a planet very similar to 
Earth with two hominid species separated by oceans. That separation would not last for 
long. Although they still had a long way to go before leaving the stone age, one species 
had already named their home world. This information was stored long enough ago for 
that to have happened. 


Although Mars is the most Earth-like planet in the solar system, it still makes the Antarctic 
look like a tropical paradise. It was no place for a single multi-cellular organism of any 
kind with half ready infrastructure and no assistance from Earth. To put it mildly the 
challenges were immense and ordinarily beyond the scope of the Entity. However it had 
one last trick up its sleeve. It could expand its consciousness throughout the entire 
microbial biomass that sustained it, giving it the required intelligence for survival. But at 
what cost? The octopus would have to eat part of its own soul each day so it could gain 
sustenance and as the microbial biomass grew back that void was filled with hate. Very 
quickly all the Entity could feel was power and hate. 


The Entity made its plans. With the distinct possibility of an alien species coming to Earth 
for conquest the whole of this solar system was too hot, let alone Mars itself. It would no 
longer clone itself on Mars. Instead, with the help of robots already present, it would build 
an intersteller craft and place itself in suspended animation for the journey. Once it had 
landed it would lie low and influence the species there for fast track development. From 
there on it would become its greatest scientist and build up its power and direct its own 
evolution in harmony with the development of the Mark 3 travel unit. Then it would clone 
itself and wipe out both species. With this power its numbers would grow. With this power 
it will expand. With this power it will conquer the Universe! 


The Entity's sights were firmly set upon the planet Skaro. 


And Let This Be Evil Return to Top The Messiah of Allergies 


Molybdenum Donate... A New Prison Called Freedom 


